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Within my true and careful heart there is 
S<) mochil woe, and eke so little bliss. 

That woe b me that ever I was bore ! 
For all that thing which I desire I miss — 
And all that ever I would not (I wis) 

That find I ready for me eTermore. 
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PREFACE. 



"There is some soul of goodness in things evil;'* 
wherefore it is a comfort experienced by the writer 
of these pages, that the inundation of bad and in- 
different plays for the last few years directed upon 
the public may, eventually, awaken the dormant 
energies of some in whom the consciousness of 
ability renders their mental sloth the more inex- 
cusable. Should the following pages contribute to 
that good end the author will be satisfied. 

The accession of Mr. Macready to the manage- 
ment of Drury Lane Theatre holds forth another 
hope — another star in the dark age of the Drama — 
and it is not the least benefit that, whoever may be 
the selected aids of the great restorer in his labour 
of love and honour, disappointed aspirants for dra- 
matic fame will be, at least, secured from boorish 
and illiberal treatment, as hurtful to the true in- 
terests of the Stage as a too indiscriminating 
encouragement. 

6 Grosvenor Gate, 
Aug, 19, 1841. 



PERSONS. 



MEN. 

King Edward I. 

Lord Athenry. 

Ernest. 

Basil. 

Julian. 

Sir John Morillyon. 

Aymer de Valence. 

Sigisa^und. 

Father Paul. 

Master Jaques. 

WOMEN. 

Dame Elinor Tracy. 
Constance, her adopted Daitghter. 

Gin A, C0NSTANCE*S^fCwJ. 

Gillian, an old Nurse, 
detainers, Soldiers, Peasants, Sfc, 

Time, 1298. 



LOST AND WON. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I — THE VILLAGE GREEN NEAR THE CASTLE 

OF ATHENRY. 

Villagers assembled.^Enter Gillian^ meeting one of them. 

GILLIAN. 

Good tidings, neighbour, for this goodly eve : 
Thy mill goes round again ? 

FIRST VILLAGER. 

Alack the day! — 
No grain since Lammas-eve. Old Janet vows 
She cannot sleep for missing of the noise 
Of the old wheel. Ten marks would scantly mend 
The damage of the flood. Ten marks^ dame ! — Now, 
Had but my lady lived 

GILLIAN. 

The mill were whole^ 
And thou a gainer by't. Well, Clement ! 
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SECOND VILLAGER. 

Well! — 
Don't talk of wells ; — mine's dry. I'm a poor man, — 
And can't dig wells. Had Lady Edith lived, 
Right cheerfully she would have moved my lord 
To aid us in this strait. 

GILLIAN. 

'Tis ever thus. 
The dull weed flourishes ; the good, sweet flower 
Is plucked in mid-day bloom ! — No tears for her — 
We are the sufferers ; — we, — who tasted one 

So ripe for heaven Methinks I see her still, — 

With her fair cheek, so smooth and colourless ; — 
Her long dark tresses, — and blue angel eyes, 
That glittered through the throng, and left with each 
A hope — a blessing. [ Villagers gather round her. 

FIRST VILLAGER (ctffects to speak aside to the rest). 

The good dame ! Hark, neighbours ! 
She's wiser than we all : — She has read books. 

A GIRL. 

Works chainstitch. 

SECOND VILLAGER. 

Writes, too. 

GIRL. 

'Troth ! she journeyed once 
To London — nearly. 

THIRD VILLAGER. 

She dares meet my lord, 
And heeds no more his scowling presence — she! — 
Than if he were her lacquey. ( To Gill.) Pr'y thee, dame, 
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What shall we do ? Our rents are all unpaid — 
Our harvests drooping with untimely storms — 
Our wells choked up — our screaming brats half-clothed 
And wholly starved. The wretches that we are ! 
What must we do, good dame ? 

GILLIAN {after a pause). 

Why, since you judge 
That, in your dealings with my lord, there needs 
Some voice more sweet — some abler advocate — 
Than his own charity, — we must — good faith ! — 
We must e'en marry him ! 

GIRL. 

Marry my lord I 
What— a// of us? 

GILLIAN. 

One may suffice, methinks ; 
So he be married : — and that we — that is. 
Friend Clement there, and Maud, and Joceline, 
And I, may bring 't to pass. 

GIRL. 

But who shall bear 
Our will unto my lord ? 

GILLIAN. 

Thyself! 

GIRL. 

As soon 
Fd think of taking Father Paul by the nose 
At next confession ! 'Troth, FU none of that ; — 
He'd eat me — that's the least. 
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GILLIAN. 

We will all go : — 
Who's here can. write? 

8BYERAL. 

I can ! And I ! 

GILLIAN. * 

Indeed ! 
Come on, most learned clerk ! Here is thy quill — 
The paper here. {Produces tablets,) Sit down — and as I 

speak, 
Inscribe. 

VILLAGER. 

Who? — I ? — write with a hand like this, 
Cut to the bone? [Shews his hand bound up. 

GILLIAN. 

A sudden hurt. Well, Clement, 
Be thou our schoolmaster. 

SECOND VILLAGER. 

With pleasure^ neighbour ; 
That is, not now. 'Tis nearly sunset. Eh ! — 
Wouldst have one spell i' the dark ? 

GILLIAN. 

A goodly knot 
Of sages! {Horns without.) Here's my lord : — and, by 

that note, 
The chase has prospered. He'll be gracious, sure. 
Then, sweetheart, now's the time. Trip forward, and 
Salute him. Tush ! — ne'er heed thy slattern garb ; — 
Salute him bravely ! Say thou lik'st him : and 
Thy friends would have thee wed. 
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OIRL. 

You're jesting, dame. 
Ha — ha ! — that's good. But what 's to do ? 

GILLIAN. 

What do? 
Crowd ye around him. Shew your rags — your dirt — 
White cheeks, and yellow eyes, and squalid mien : 
And thank him for his lordship's liberal rule, 
That made you what ye seem. 

GIRL. 

Come, come — dear dame. 

GILLIAN. 

Do this, then, gossips. Stand apart. {Horns.) Quick ! 

quick ! 
Crowd not together, lest his lordly eye 
Deign to observe our concourse. For this time 
We will but note his humour. 

IThe Villagers disperse aside. Enter 
from hunting Lord Athenry, Basil, 
Julian, and Attendants,] 
LORD ATHENRY (impatiently). 

Once again, 
Who struck the hart first ? Come, be candid, cousin ; — 
Was 't Ernest's shaft or mine ? 

basil. 

Ernest's, my lord — 
By but a hair's breadth. 

lord ATHENRY. 

Narrow as it seemed, 
'Twas broader than the bold stag's life. This boy 
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Beats us in woodcraft, as at all things else 
Whereto his temper bends. 

BASIL. 

He does, my lord ; 
In studying the philosophy — of play ; 
In testing human powers — how much to drink 
And still be sober ; in displaying the worth 
Of mortal treasures — casting pearls to swine ! 
In such good favours Britain holds no youth 
Can take the lead of him. 

LORD ATHENE Y. 

Basil, I know 
There needs no readier note-book than thy tongue 
Of Ernest's imperfections. Ne'ertheless, 
I would thou hadst his frank and gallant cheer — 
And he thy calmness^ thy propriety. 
Thy temperate fashions. Now where lingers he ? 
Who saw my son ? [Basil and Julian go out, 

A forester. 
My lord, he turned aside 
To speak with one — a starved and ragged wretch — 
That seemed to beg some boon. 

LORD ATHBNRY {impatiently). 

Ay, beggars all. 
The skulking, restless, discontented knaves ; 
What right have they to starve ? I am too kind 
And easy with them. They should know what 'tis 
To have a tyrant lord. I trouble not 
Their homesteads with a master's prying eye — 
Demand no heavy wages from their toil — 
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Exact no painful duty — (Seizes a young Vill.) Hither, serf! 
Tis such as you that breed these follies 'mongst 
My better servants — drones that bask i' the sun 
While bees lay up for winter. ( To Foresters.) Here, sirs, 

take him — 
A knave — an idle knave, I warrant you — 
Give him the whip ! 

GILLIAN (coming forward). 
He is my cousin's son. 
Let go, sirs ! Will you heed me? 

LORD ATHBNRY. 

Why, thou witcli ! 
Dost thou not know me ? 

GILLIAN. 

Rather let me ask — 
Dost thou know me, proud Athenry ? At least, 
Your lordship knows who did. When my sweet lady — 
Who is an angel — died, she summoned to 
Her rich and essenced chamber a poor, weak. 
Enfeebled child of poverty, and breathed 
That in her ear which never friend nor foe. 
Could such be hers — nor leech, nor holy guide — 
Nor thou, her true and wedded lord — might dream 
The form and purport of. And this, my lord, 
Was old dame Gillian — she who now must bend 
Her stiff, reluctant limbs to sue for grace 
For this poor clown ! Wilt grant it, noble lord ? 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Well — well. (Aside.) Beshrew this mocking beldame ! 
Yes — 
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I do : and get thee gone. (Aside.) Tis true, by heaven ! 
Nor could I e'er discern if that sweet saint 

Most loved or feared this crone You'd best amend 

Your 'haviour, dame; — this silly legend else 
Shall scarcely save you from the cage — the whip — 
The ducking-stool. [Exitj attended. 

GILLIAN (with a laugh). 
Try that, my lord. Come, friends. 
[ Villagers gather round her as the scene closes. 



SCENE n. — A WOODED SPOT NEAR THE CASTLE. 

BASIL — JULIAN. 
JULIAN. 

Nay — nay, thou cynic. Ever in this world 
Some drops of good are mingled with its most 

Abundant evil Psha! the ghastly tinge 

« 

Lies in your jaundiced eye. 

BASIL. 

Good? Gold mines, too, 
In the earth's centre. Who's the richer ? No, 
'Tis you that err ; believing the world's word 
That 'tis in habit^ feature, gift, or power 
What still 'tis reckoned. 

JULIAN. 

That's a sweeping stroke — 
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ni be your catechist. Describe me, now, 
In its trae colours, Hope. 

BASIL. 

That scanty draught 
Doled to the tortured wretch, that he may live 
And suffer on. 

JULIAN. 

Despair ? 

BASIL. 

A fearful realm, 
Lying between the help that men refuse 
And Heaven affords us. 

JULIAN. 

Friendship ? 

BASIL. 

That's a game 
Played at on holydays. A living thing : 
Bold — laughing — prodigal of pleasant jests — 
Full of sweet words — professions, always — gold 
When needed not, till some sad brother comes 
To ask, or beg, or borrow, or demand ; 
And then — poor friendship ! 

JULIAN. 

Well— and Love? 

BASIL. 

A word 
Spelt with four letters, and in common use ; 
A lapdog's name. 

JULIAN. 

Alas, for love ! There's none ? 
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BASIL. 

O yes ! — the exception^ Julian, not the role. 
To put our hot, aspiring thoughts to school — 
To check and chain our fiery-crested pride — 
To buy the distaff with the lion's hide — 
To bend the haughty neck and kiss the cup 
That murders hope and peace — to treasure up 
Cold, bitter words, serenely, as a mild, 
Fond mother cherishes her graceless child — 
To act, speak, think, — to bear, believe, and view. 
As that most dear eye watched the things we do — 
To snatch the roseleaf, and ne'er heed the thorn — 
To give fond worship; — in return, take scorn. 
That's love. 

JULIAN. 

You speak it heartily. 

BASIL. 

Nay— I 

Can jest as others do But hark you, Julian : 

Survey me well — and answer, in sad truth, 
How do I look this eve ? My beard well trimmed ? 
My cap set bravely ? — my rough lineaments 
Soothed by the tender twilight? — and my back 
Not quite an Atlas ? Frankly now, good friend. 

JULIAN. 

Why do you ask this ? 

BASIL. 

Oh ! 'twere of less note. 
But for to-day — but for one day — I'd be 
In favour with myself, — in better mood 



ScKixIL] LOST AND WON. 11 

With this fonl form, eooped within whose vile gaol 
No spirit can shew fiiir. O Julian ! Julian ! 
Nature was wearied when she fiishioned it ; 
And, tired with beauty, dreamed a hideous dream. 
And moulded me ! 

JULIAN. 

Psha, man ! But why to-day ? 

BASIL. 

Comrade, 1*11 tell thee wherefore : — Woman's heart 
Is to her eye most humble servitor : 
Wealth, wisdom, courage, nobleness of soul. 
The power to govern men — proud honour ! — these 
At beauty's feet may lay their greatness down 
And weep unnoticed ; while a pitiful. 
Poor, sneaking idiot, with a coloured cheek, 
Thin waist, and shining hair, comes idly in. 
And with no claim to manhood, save the name, 
Makes the fair prize its own. 

JULIAN. 

True. 

BASIL. 

The poor fools ! 
Hooked by the eye — that weakest coign in all 
Their judgment's castle ! Let the devil but dress 
His cloven hoof in a fair russet boot, 
Red-heeled, and spurred with gold ; cure with sweet herbs 
His sulphury breath ; bury his horn in curls ; 
And with a swashing, natural, devilish air. 
Glide towards his object ; — Presto ! — there ! 'tis won ; 
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For 'tis a maxim all wise worldlings use. 
Where woman s eye leads there her heart pursues ! 

JULIAN. 

A good one, too. Bat tell me, on what heart 
Wooldst poor thy battery of manly charms. 
Were such at thy dispose ? 

BASIL. 

On one whose pride, 
No less than her surpassing fairness, doth 
Both spur and challenge love. It is her wont 
Daily to visit a sick, aged dame, 
Who dwells some half-mile hence. Here do I watch 
The rising of that star which shall make known 

My utter fortune Hark ! Thou canst not hear 

A &iry step, light as a roseleaf s fall ; 

But I She comes ! O gentlest minister ! 

Treading upon my heart. Farewell ! Away, 
Good Julian. 

JULIAN. 

All success attend your wooing. [Exit, 

Enter Constance. — Basil meets her. 

CONSTANCE. 

I pr'y thee, stay me not. My lingering may 
Bring death upon one sickness-sieged heart. 
Sorrow to many more. I speak but truth. 
Good even, sir. 

BASIL. 

A vain pretext — no more. 
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I would but know if [Constance attempts to pass. 

Lady, hear me. Nay — 
Is this thy charity? I pray you, now, 
When I entreated you 

CONSTANCE. 

I have replied. 
I said I loved you not. 

BASIL. 

You told me that. 
Twas not forgotten ; — but you would not hear ; 
Repelled me with quick anger ; gave no time 
For judgment of mine eager claims — for thought 
To know itself; and you — nay, was't not so ? — 
You spoke not from your heart. 

CONSTANCE. 

Yes ; from my heart. 
And, t beseech you, urge it not again. 
I would begone. 

BASIL. 

You scorn me, madam. What ! 
My manhood shews not fair ? 

CONSTANCE. 

I do not mark 

Your mien, complexion, outward grace, or show. 

Hadst thou Apollo's image, I should say 

(But without hate, or lack of charity,) 
I love thee not, and will not be thy bride. 

BASIL. 

I hate myself — and how shouldst thou love me? 

[Falls at her feet. 
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Constance ! hear me. Pity, gentle Constance ! 
Give hope, and plant one star in my dark heaven ; 
Doomed, when thoa wilt, to &11. 

CONSTAKCE. 

I will not play 
So falsely to myself and thee. No hope — 

1 give thee none. IGoing. 

BASIL (starting up). 
Hark, girl ! Thou hast displayed 
A portion of thy heart — not all. The best 
And sweetest portion of that fair domain 
Lies closely curtained from the curious world. 
And calls my cousin lord. 

CONSTANCE. 

I am alone. 

BASIL. 

Thanks for the fair remembrance. True — the earth 
Is mute, as if no human footstep yet 
Had roused its slumbering echoes. What prevents 
That I should force thee to some woodland cave — 
Some slaughtered she-wolfs dank and noisome den — 
Feed thee on berries and sour drink of the wood. 
The snake and toad to be thy sleep-fellows, 
Till thou dost pluck these soaring spirits down 
And bend thee to my will ? 

[Approaching /ler^ she cries out. 
Incense me not. 
I would use gentleness. 

[Ernest appears on a banhy and leaning 
on his hunting - spear y gazes down. 
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CONSTANCE. 

Away — Oh, heaven! 
Help ! — alas ! — help ! 

[As Basil seizes her, Ernest leaps 
down and casts him aside^ 

ERNEST. 

What savage thing art thou. 
That lark*st with foul and treacherous intent 
In the lone woods at eve? My cousin, Basil ! 
My cold and courteous cousin ! Go — begone! 
Wert thou not of my kin and blood, I'd lash thee 
Hence with my slackened bow ! 

basil. 

What mighty man — 
What mouthing giant have we bullying here ? 
Could curses kill, this glade should be thy tomb, 
And spare my sword a labour. You must teach 
Your drunken rout to mock me ! I am a drone — 
A hunchback — am I? Strength is in that curve 
To pull down your straight back. Oh ! I have longed 

And panted for an hour like this. An hour 

Out with thy sword I 

CONSTANCE. 

O God ! no blood. 

BASIL. 

Art deaf ? 
Feel then. [Strikes Ernest slightly with his sword. 

CONSTANCE {endeavouring to part them). 
Hold, gentlemen ! Sir, do not draw. 
He is mad I Help ! — pity ! 
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BASIL. 

Fear'st thou for thy love ? 
His beauty may be marred ! 

ERNEST {catching Constance.) 

Her sense has failed. 
Back, coward ! Harm not her. Stand back, I say ! — 
I'll meet thee yonder. (Basil retires,) Lady — gentle lady ! 
She .hears not. Well, 'tis best. Good, timely sleep, 
Lock up her sweet sense in thy chilly house 
Till this rude work be o'er. Softly — one kiss ! 

[^Places her carefully beneath the trees. 
Anon I will awake thee. 

BASIL. 

Must I rouse 
Thy drowsy courage with my poniard ? 

ERNEST {rushing back). 

Fool! 
When we in sport have crossed our idle blades. 
Who hath been victor ? Think' st thou this right hand 
Lacks wonted force ? 

BASIL. 

Speak with thy sword ! 
[They Jig fit across, Basil is disarmed 
and thrown to the ground, 

ERNEST. 

Thy life 
Is in my hand. Demand it ! 

BASIL. 

Ay ! {Rises.) This morn 
I would have sold it for a huswife's pin ! 
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But you have made it costly. Fare thee well, 
And look to this : — Thou gav'st me life ; then thou 
Shalt feel I live. I scorn thee — spit at thee ! 
Thou shouldst have killed me — fool ! 

ERNEST. 

I fear thee not. 
Spare me thy presence. [Exit Basil. 

Lady. . . . {Kneels and clasps his hands,) Poor, pale star ! 
E'en in thy sad unconsciousness I read 
The fate of all that this world hath of good ; — 
Since not thy beauty, less of earth than heaven, 
Nor truth, nor gentleness, nor honesty. 
Nor kind intent, nor charitable deed, 
Could keep these terrors from thee. Nay, I dream ! 
And thou liest senseless. Pardon, that I too 
Must seem thy foe ; and with these icy drops 

[Brings water from a brook. 
Dispel thy peaceful, momentary sleep — 
Baptize with life anew. Lift up thy head, — 
The tempest has gone o'er. Ah ! why, fair cheek, 
Mock thine own beauty with this hue of death ? 
She stirs ! Thanks — thanks ! Life's ebbing tide returns : 
The lids are tremulous — the white breast heaves. 
Liv'st thou again, my sweet and virgin rose ? 
All's well, dear lady. [Bends over her. 

CONSTANCE {faintly). 

'Tis a cheerful voice — 
So it spoke truly. 

ERNEST. 

All is well. 



18 LOST AND WON. [Act L 

CONSTANCE. 

Thank Heaven ! 
And there's no harm — to thee — or him? Indeed — 
This weakness — {shuddering.) He will not return ? 

£RN£ST. 

No — no. 
'Twas nought — a foolish jest. I see thou look'st 
Fearfully yet. He who assailed thee thus 
Hath wandered on and left us. Fear him not — 
A wild, strange creature — but not dangerous. 

You will rise, lady ? Thus, then Pardon me ! 

I am a rude attendant. Nay, methinks 
You scarce need succour now. 

CONSTANCE (gazing round). 

But will you leave me ? 

ERNEST. 

I meant not that It was a happy star 

That led me to this almost desert spot 

When you did need protection. I — I think 

Your cheek gains colour. If I might — (aside) My tongue 

Seems icebound Dearest lady 

CONSTANCE. 

Did you speak, sir? 
Our path lies west, I think ? 

ERNEST (stopping). 

It does, in faith. 
I that from birth have known these tangled ways 
Should scarce need your kind guidance. As you said. 
Due westward. — To your home ? 
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CONSTANCE. 

I thank you — yes ; 
And quickly. Grows it late ? 

ERNEST. 

The sun is down — 
The mists are settling round the heart of earth — 
Tis damp^ and very chill. I pray you now 
Lean on my arm. Thanks, lady. {Aside) Blessed fortune ! 

[Exeunt. 



SCENE III_-A ROOM IN THE CASTLE. 

Lord Athenry ai a Table — Father Paul standing 

beside him, 

LORD athenry. 

Petition, sayest thou ? Well ! 

FATHER PAUL. 

My lord, I would 
Their prayer might graciously be met withal. 
As humbly urged. 

LORD ATHENRY {starts up impatiently). 

What seek the unthrift knaves ? 
Whose cask hath soured i' the earth ? Whose cow's be- 
witched ? 
Whose pigsty fallen ? Is some grandame sick 
That I must be the leech ? Does some fresh dame 
Seek noble godsires for her chubby twins ? 
By good St. George ! 
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FATHER PAUL {quickly). 

My lord! hold— hold! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

I swear 
I will not live to be my vassals' slave ! 
And mark me, father, — whatsoe'er may be 
This present boon they seek, 'tis made in vain. 
I will refuse it them ; — good faith — I will — 
Were it the dearest offspring of my thought ! 
Hear this, good father ; I may summon thee 
In witness of my vow. [^Sits dovm and torites. 

FATHER PAUL {oside). 

It shall go hard, 
But I will turn your weapon on yourself. 
Now will I hence, and fashion their demand 
To this firm promise. 

\^Exit. After a pauscy the Steward enters. 

STEWARD. 

May I speak, my lord ? 

LORD ATHENRY. 

And wherefore not, sir ? 

STEWARD. 

There is a company 
Of poorer serfs, who 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Well!— I'll speak with them. 
Stay ! Know'st thou aught ? I say, thou mayst have heard 
The purport of their coming ? 

STEWARD. 

I, my lord ? 
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O no, my lord ! How should I ? Pardon then, 
If I must answer — as I think, my lord, 
They bring a poor petition ; — something that — 
That touches on 

LORD ATHENRT. 

On ! — Well, speak out, sir! 

STEWARD. 

On 

Your lordship's marriage. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

How, sir? What! Tis false! 
They dare not break upon my privacy 
For such a theme and purpose. Mute ? Tis well. 
Get from my sight, and tell these insolent boors 
That I will answer them — and speedily ! [Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— THE CASTLE HALL. 

The Villagers and Father Paul. 

FIRST villager. 

Then 'tis in vain, good father? By my troth, 
I even thought it. Let's not linger here 
To stammer half a prayer and be denied. 
Home, gossips, home ! 

father PAUL. 

Stay, friends, — have patience. Still 
Your suit may prosper. 
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FIRST VILLAGER. 

How can that be, father? 
Methinks the dullest ear could scarce accept 
His lordship's " no" for " ay !" 

FATHER PAUL. 

You wish him married ? 
Turn your petition then wrong side without — 
Address him humbly with condolence — say, 
Poor as ye are, ye still can pity him 
His great and bitter loss ; — that should it be 
liis will to wed another, ye can give 
No hearted homage — no obedient love — 
To one who follows that most perfect thing — 
His lady — your dead friend. How like ye this? 

FIRST VILLAGER. 

But will he hold his word ? 

FATHER PAUL. 

Most surely, yes. 
He is coming. Courage ! Let the oldest speak. 

[ Takes the scroll and writes. 

Enter Lord Athenry. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

What now, ye malcontents ? What seek ye now ? 
Speak suddenly, and see your words be framed 
With due remembrance of your state and mine. 
What come ye hither for ? 

FIRST VILLAGER. 

We bring, my lord, 
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A DOor petition— that {Aside to Father Paul) Help, 

father, help ! 

father PAUL {cominff forward). 
If I have rightly learned tlieir wish, my lord, 
Tis this : — That, mindful of that holy good 
Which ever gilds the union of fair souls, — 
Yea, and the love and tranquil peace that dwell 

Beside a wedded hearth 

LORD ATHENRY {impatiently). 

Why, look you now ! 
These men have hearts : — 'twould seem so : since they feel 
Grief, and the stings that want and poverty 

Inflict on those they love : and yet How, sirs ! 

You loved your lady — your dead friend — for so 

Ye ever called her — yet would have me plunge 

Among the worthless, common, artful herd. 

And peer and grope for that which, when 'tis found. 

Will, with its contrast, point my griefs anew — ' 

Be advocate for every kindred wrong — 

And glut your selfishness ! Shame on ye ! — Shame ! 

To ask me such a boon ! 

SEVERAL. 

My lord ! — 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Away ! 
Go to your homes ! They are not desolate. 
As mine ! You never lost a budding flower 
While Spring sat smiling on its young green leaves 
And promised years of beauty ! — You ne'er knew 
The poverty of wealth ; its lack of power 
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To ransom one frail atom — to redeem 
One cherished lamb from the grim fold of death. 
Go ! I forgive you that your prayer hath roused 
My half-tamed sorrow. Go ! — and feel that ye, 
With your low roof, hard pallet, homely meal, 
Are richer than your lord ! 

FATHER PAUL {taking the scroll). 

My children, go. 
Your lord shall hold ye in no less regard 
For that ye sought. [^Aey retire^ and Father Paul 

puts the scroll before Lord Ath. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

That's a bold promise, father ! 
(Reads,) How ! — how ! What's this ? We are deceived 

— misled ! 
A rash oath I have sworn ! Come hither, father. 
It is not as we thought ! No, by my faith : 
For some strange reason, born in their wise brains, 
They would not have me wed ! 

FATHER PAUL. 

A strange desire ! 
But they are poor, unlettered hinds, my lord ; 
They meant no harm. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

No harm ! But, dost not mark 
The insolence, good father ? Selfish boors ! 
What if their labours be not light ; at least. 
Each has his mate — his quiet evening home — 
Lit up with smiling eyes. And I, their lord, 
Must have no sharer in my pomp and state — 
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The weary weight of luxury and show — 
Because they will it so. Now, by this hand, 
I'll take a bride to-morrow ! 

FATHER PAUL. 

Faith, my lord, 
That were a merry vengeance ! Twas, indeed, 
A bold affront to put on their kind lord. 
I would they were so punished ; but 

LORD ATHENRY. 

But what ? (Pauses.) 
I know what thou wouldst say : but, father, she — 
She is a saint in heaven — a holy saint ; 
Her soul too rich in love and gratitude — 
Her ear too feasted with angelic choirs — 
Her eyes too brimful of celestial light — 
To note or heed the things on earth we do. 

Or let them mar her glory She is blest, 

And / Nay, father, lectured by my grooms! 

Taught by my serfs ! . . . . Fll wed ! 

FATHER PAUL. 

But, pr'ythee, not 
Thus suddenly, my lord. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

To-morrow, father ! 
Not an hour later. 

FATHER PAUL. 

Nay but, sure, my lord. 
That were brief wooing. 

LORD ATHENRY, 

I will answer that. 
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Thou wouldst not have me break mine oath, good father ? 
Stay — Ha ! I have it. There's a flower in the forest — 
A fawn — a fairy — a bright, gentle girl : 
Dependent too, on one, who, rich in pride 
(Nought else), scarce shews that patient tenderness 
So sweet a charge deserves. Dost know her, father ? 

Her name is Psha ! my memory. I mean. 

The child adopted by yon haughty dame, 
Elinor Tracy. 

FATHER PAUL. 

Constance? 

LORD ATHENRY, 

She. 'Tis true. 
To strip some dozen summers from this head, 
Might favour such a suit : but what of that ? 
Since love grows never old. 

FATHER PAUL. 

But 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Say no more. 
Father, I could not answer it to my heart. 
Now that you bring 't so clearly to my view. 
To leave this orphan to the fond caprice 
Of yonder haughty dame. Til thither straight. 

[Enter Basil. 

Cousin, well met. Good cousin, we have had 

A lesson here : our serfs turned schoolmasters ! 

Read this. {Gives the scroll to Basil, who reads.) And 

I had ta'en a solemn oath — 
Had I not, father? — to refuse their prayer, 
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Whose nature I not dreamed of. I must keep 
That oath ! My serfs command me not to wed ; — 
rU marry therefore. And in this resolve 
Honour and charity go hand in hand : 
For our good father joins me in the thought 
That Constance 

BASIL (starting), 

Constance ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

As I said, mine oath 
Constrains to wed again. 

BASIL {aside y while lord athenry and father paul 

converse). 

But — Constance ! . . . Death! 
Am I awake? .... And yet, not. mine — not mine! 
Fool ! wherefore heed who plucks the richest flower 
Impervious to thy hand ! . . . . She loves me not ! 
There's comfort now ! ... To clasp a heart, and feel 
We live not in't ; to worship some bright soul 
Imperfect but in that sweet sympathy 
Which colours all things else. Oh ! what is this 
But heresy against the sacred name 
Of Love ? . . . . Tis but a qualified base sum 
Of bliss, to call the glorious setting ours, 

And be denied the gem And Ernest, too ; 

Why there's new comfort ! 

LORD ATHENRY {tuming). 

Cousin, you are pale ! 
What is the matter ? 
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BASIL. 

Nothing — nothing ! Ha ! 
So you will marry, uncle ? Well, I wish 
You joy. A well-matched union brings much bliss — 
Full of fond cares, and happy sympathies, 
And love! And marriage is a blessed thing — 

A holy thing O ! marry Constance, uncle ! 

[They go out. 



END OF ACT L 



ACT II. 

SCENE I.— IN THE HOUSE OF DAME ELINOR TRACY. 

She and Constance, who is seated on a stool at her feet 

reading. She closes the booh. 

CONSTANCE. 

A sad tale, dearest mother. 

DAME ELINOR. 

But most true : 
And mark you, Constance, I would have you lay 
This moral to your heart : — When you shall hear 
Of one who, in this working-time of life. 
Keeps constant holyday — holds time a toy, 
Which but to gild is gratitude enough 
To Him who gave it ; riches, ministers 
Earthbom^ to serve a grosser earth than they, 
His' sensual nature — O beware of him! 
Give not thy heart to such a keeping. Wed 
Jfo spendthrift, Constance. 

CONSTANCE. 

Madam ! 
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DAME ELINOR. 

Never wed 
A prodigal! Why didst thou start? Hast dreamed 
Of any such ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Madam, I did not start. 

DAME ELINOR. 

Nor blushed? (Aside.) Twere prudent to pursue this 

theme 
A little further. (Aloud.) Spendthrifts are the thieves 
Of time and treasure too. The first, alas ! 
Beyond the touch of the far-grasping second : — 
Once gone — and ever. He that squanders wealth 
Is like a gardener, whose o'erlavish care 
For each sweet flower, or herb medicinal. 
Doth nourish twenty rank and noisome weeds. 

CONSTANCE (eagerly). 
He may be generous^ mother! — the intercourse 
Too quick from heart to hand — his brain not skilled 
To guess the amount of luxury each deed 
Takes from his proper store ; or counterpoise, 
With nice regard, the faults and miseries 
Of those who cry for aid. He may 

DAME ELINOR. 

Now raise 
Thine eyes to mine, and tell me, Constance, what 
Am I to thee ? 

CONSTANCE, 

My mother — my dear mother ! 
If not by force of blood and nature's law, 



ScENiL] LOST AND WON. 31 

Yet by a thousand acts from childhood up : 
Heart fall of love ; hands teeming with good gifts ; 
Lips that ne'er opened but for joyful praise — 
Or mild reproof — or blessing soft and kind — 
Or heaven-directed prayer for me, thy child. 

be so still ! my mother — my dear mother ! 

DAMB ELINOR. 

A friend, too ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh ! a friend ! Which word contains 
Most soulfelt love — is thine, and thine again ! 

1 know thy love is a hard usurer, 

And must be paid tenfold. Why then it shall — 
As in those days when thine approving smile 
Made my heart dance with joy; or when — alas 
My naughtiness! — thou my too- frequent fault 
Didst punish, shedding tears more bitter far 
Than I, who suffered. 

DAME ELINOR. 

Sweet one ! hath thine heart 
Ne'er whispered of another creditor 
Might tax this liberal love ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Mother, what is 
That love ? 

DAME ELINOR. 

Why that I cannot teach thee. Love 
Is learned — ne'er taught. It needs not : the poor heart 
Is all too apt a scholar. Who can map 
His mighty empire out? What art repel 



LOOT A%D WO%. Per U. 
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A foe that irorlu ioTHibly ? Xone know 

HknKMiieDlofemlioii: and, fiiD oft, 

Fran qnalitiet most strugdj oppoatB 

Is born dw wondfoas diild. I will be pbun — 

There*3 cae^ my Constuiee, than oouldst wed — and tthen, 

BkMi H£sr6D that gift^c thee to hm»- 

Mother!— I! 

DAMB BLOrOR. 

COS8TAKCB {eogerUf). 
No! 

DAMB ELIKOR« 

De Valence? 
COV8TAXCE (of if muting). 

He is gentle — 
Loren music much — yet No ! 

DAME BLIKOR. 

George Sandys? 

COirSTAKCE. 

Ha! ha! 

DAME BLIKOR. 

You flatter him. Well — Percy ? Bohon ? or 

But that's impossible! A profligate — 

A wild and reckless feaster ! {Suddenly.) Girl ! you love 

Kmest of Athenry ! (Constance kneels before her^ silent.) 

Ah ! And is it so ? 
Art thou, that wouldst be thought Love's dunce, so deep 
In his sad scholarship — his hardest task 
Learned — to dissemble ? 
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CONSTANCE. 

No, dear mother, no ! 
If I concealed aught from thee — I knew not 
What secret I did hide. If, when he came, 
My heart would quit its measured pace for joy. 
And bound to meet him, — could I help it, mother ? 
Or if I shunned him, and his low sad tone, 
As in revenge, would visit me in dreams, — 
Could I help that? .... Alas! then, every sense 
Played traitor too — found beauty, pleasure, music, 
Parts of his presence only. 

DAME ELINOR {agitated). 

Constance — Constance ! 
Crush down this poison-flower. As yet 'tis but 
A thin and shadowy image, fancy-drawn, 
That hath no strength to work thee lasting ill — 
Wherefore, efface it. May this darling brow 
Be decked with Aineral wreaths ere garlanded 
To wed with Ernest ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Mother ! 
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DAME ELINOR. 

Speak no more ! 
Think of my warning! — If thou canst, foi^et 
His name — his very being ! Thou shalt find 
A worthier heart [Enter an Attendant, 

ATTENDANT. 

The Lord of Athenry 
Craves audience, lady. 
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DAME ELINOR. 

I attend him. Go — 
The purple chamber. {Exit Attendant.) You have known 

me firm. 
My duty, Constance, is to point the way ; 
Thine to pursue it. Know, that love like mine 
Is quick and jealous in its guardianship, 
And I will claim no portion of a heart 
Made dark by this false shadow. In a word. 
Or Ernest's love — or mine? 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh, put me not 
To this. Yet I will strive 

DAME ELINOR. 

Is duty then 
So insufficient ? Go ! and speak no more — 



Ungrateful as thou art ! [Constance offers to embrace her. 

She repels her angrily. 
No ! to your prayers — 
That stubborn heart needs chastening. Bow your spirit 
To the o'er-looking heavens. (JSriV Constance.) See! 
she weeps — 

My darling child ! Shall I recall her? No. 

There is a bitter health in those young tears 

Shall change them into happy songs again. \^Exit. 
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SCENE II THE WOOD, AS IN ACT I. 

Enter Ernest. 

ERNEST. 

love ! how quickly hast thou rent away 

The idle film that cloaked my better thought — 

And shewn me to myself! O wasted hours ! 

fair deeds unfulfilled ! we pass you o'er — 
Spur your too rapid flight, or trample you 

Like summer flowers, and think you die with them : 
It is not so. From the past world of time 
Your voices wander back, and sternly seek 
What marred your wholesome beauty. Now I hold 
Blest commune with my wakened soul — and walk 
By a new, happy star. Come — let me hence — 

1 will no longer trifle with my hope. 

Sweet Constance, once assured of thy dear love, 

I must grow worthy thee. Who passes there ? 

Ho ! Sigismund ! [Enter Julian. 

JULIAN. 

You called, sir ? 

ERNEST. 

Was it thou ? 
No — no! ... . The day is wasting. I must find 
A messenger. Stay, Julian. I believe, 
Whatever of ill report pursues thy name. 
Thou hast a kindly nature, and wilt use 
The craft wherewith men say thy deeds are marked 
In offices of friendship. 
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JULIAN. 

Slander^ sir, 
May truly, after her sweet fashion, paint 
The luckless outside hideous as she will ; 
The soul she plays with must be left intact, 
As God and Nature made it. 

ERNEST. 

Come, well said, 
ril trust thee, Julian. Bear this letter to 
The forest-queen, fair Constance. By thy look, 
I see thou knowest her. 

JULIAN. 

Aye. 

ERNEST. 

I thank you. See, 
Fve dropped my purse — take't for thy pains. Away! 

(PatLses,) 
I know thou'lt not neglect this message. 

JULIAN. 

Think 
Tis done, sir. Trust mine honour. 

ERNEST. 

So I do. [Exit. 

JULIAN. 

You're bolder, then, than I. A good, fat purse 
Makes a sad stumbling-block upon the path 
Of purblind honour. How then, sir, if one 
Weightier than this should cross my way ? Avaunt, 
Unworthy thoughts ! Henceforth / will be honest ! 

[Going. 
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Basil enters behind and touches him on the shoulder. 

BASIL. 

Thou art a villain ! 

JULIAN. 

Yes, I am ! — {aside) to be 
Slave to a greater ! 

BASIL. 

A most abject wretch — 
A spy ! 

JULIAN. 

O yes. 

BASIL. 

That I, with half a word, 
Might hang ! 

JULIAN {anxiously). 
You are merry, sir. 

BASIL. 

Where is the note 
That Ernest gave thee ? 

JULIAN {holding it out reluctantly). 

Here — but why? 
BASIL {snatches and tears it open). 

To take 
A lesson in the art of wooing, man. {Reads.) 
{Aside.) Good — as I thought! Now, should these honied 

words 
Once reach the eyes that ache for them, my lord 
May woo his bride, and seek as well to lure 
An untrained coystril ! {Aloud.) Julian, I will take 
This labour on me ; in return, do thou 
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Seek out that merry damsel who consorts 
With lady Constance. Tune your converse to 
The theme of Ernest. All thou say'st shall be 
Poured out like treasure into Constance* ear, 
And nothing lose i* the passage. Make it plain 
That Ernest loves her not ; nay, more — hath made 
Her name a word of scorn— a gibe, a jest, 

For drunken fools! Art wincing? Here's a balm 

{gives money) 
To salve thy tender conscience. Do't. Away ! 

[Exeunt severally. 



SCENE III A CHAMBER. 



CONSTANCE (olone). 
It is no vision — for my cheek retains 
The fever of his kiss ; his passionate words 
Re-echo in my heart a solemn knell 

To all things dear No dream— I take my lute 

(touches it) — 

The strings are docile— jangle not— but make 

Such music as I will. Here is the book 

Still open at the sad old history — 

Still marked with idle tears. Oh, now I must 

Turn miser of these ready drops, and hoard them 

For sorrows of my own To wed!— O Heaven i 

To bind my young life and unready will 
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Unto a proud, and stem, and jealous lord — 
Loye Ernest as my soul — and calmly vow 
Myself his father's bride ! 

[Enter Gina. Constance meets her eagerly. 

What hid'st thou there, 



Dear Gina ? 



GINA. 



Guess ! 



CONSTANCE. 

A letter? 

GINA. 

No. A gift : 
A princely one. Look, CoDstance. The kind lord 
Encountered me, and said, "Take this, dear girl, — 
My pretty Gina, to thy fairest friend. 
And say, with what kind words beside thou wilt, 
That like this diamond, rich, but roughly set. 
Is the true heart I offer." 

CONSTANCE (putting it away). 
Nay, not now — 
Put it aside. Let me not see it now : 
Dost hear? [Gina places the jewel asides and returns, 

GINA. 

The day grows old. 

CONSTANCE. 

Which being spoke 
More plainly, warns me of the altar decked — 
The crowd impatient — and thyself despatched 

With wreaths to bind the victim {Kisses,) Dearest 

friend. 
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Thou know'st that those whom Fortune frowns upon, 
And threatens ere she strikes, grow frank of speech 
And bold in action — tell me, by our love 
I do beseech thee — true — is this thing known 
To all— to Ernest? 

OINA. 

Doubtless, yes. O Constance — 
Build not upon this frail and faithless trust : — 
Unlock these fancies from thy soul, and think 
The eye can lie as glibly as the tongue. 
And far more boldly, since none dare affirm, 
" Thvs didst thou speak — or thus'' And oft — how oft! 
We snatch the words of some beloved lip 
To swell the chorus of our darling hope, 
And think 't is music such as seraphs sing — 
And yet 'tis discord all. 

CONSTANCE {faintly). 
True — true! 

GINA. 

Be sure 
That Ernest never loved thee. He who tastes 
Love's holier passion, truly may rush on 
In the wild crowd — revel or mourn^ — and do 
Rough business in this bustling world, among 
His brother slaves : — but for his mistress' name, 
Aye — every thought that takes its sweet from her — 
He holds them in a sacred world apart — 
Which nothing shares but innocence. The wood — 
The stream — the bird — the little trembling flower, — 
These only are his friends — his comforters; — 
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He sits not at the feast, — and while he gives 
His soul to pleasures, hears his love's pore name 
Bandied from lip to lip, and made a cause 
For drunken riot — theme for ribald song .... 
And Ernest has done this. 

CONSTANCE. 

Then farewell hope ! 
All joy, all peace, — farewell ! Come, Athenry — 
Take thy doomed bride, the thing that Fortune's change 
Hath cast into thine hand — a poor reward 
For deigning thus to clog and slake thy pride 
With an unhearted duty. 

GINA. 

Do not weep. 

CONSTANCE. 

Nay, I must cleanse my soul. I must unlearn 
This passion timely, lest the creeping day 
Make what is sacred yet, and pure as heaven, 
A wild and deadly error. Ha ! 't will be 

A merry bridal Gina, there's a thing 

Wherein thou must not fail me. Hark, if thou 

Shouldst note my cheek blanch, or my footstep fail, 

Or these poor clouded eyelids menace rain. 

Come quickly to my side, and whisper me, 

How I was mocked. 

[Enter Dame Elinor. Constance rushes into her arms. 

Embrace me, mother, — now 
I am obedient. 

DAME ELINOR. 

That's my own sweet child — 
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Come — these the last of thine allotted tears 
Thus let me kiss away. From my heart's garden 
I do but move thee, sweet my fostered flower, 

To surer guardianship All is prepared — 

The bridegroom waits. Look cheerly, love. — Come on. 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE IV.— THE CHIEF SALOON OF THE CASTLE. 

Ernest enters, agitated. 

ERNEST. 

Oh, worse than cowardice — to fly from dread 
Of what is done ! — Come, come, — 'twas but a sound, 
That rather sighed than spoken ; one low breath — 
One gesture of a white and trembling hand — 

And I am sick with terror Could it be 

That when the gem, to which my soul was bound. 
Lay glistening at my foot, I wandered by 
And left it to the world — I muse, and paint 

Most hideous forms^ then shake at them How now? 

[Enter Father Paul. 
You sought me, father ? Wherefore ? 

FATHER PAUL. 

I beheld 
Your troubled look, and thought 

ERNEST. 



What didst thou think ? 
Father The bride is fair ? 
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FATHER PAUL. 

Have patience, son, 
Or take this moral from a man who hath 
Some fellowship with grief. Be never found 
Unarmed of patience gainst the sudden turns 
Which in the paths of this cross-shapen world ' 
Still set our lives awry. Not till thy hand 
Shuts on the thing desired, dare call it thine. 
Change and surprise wait on us to the end ; 
And many a sunny morn hath laughed us forth. 
To pelt us back with storms. 

ERNEST. 

Father, your words 
Are kind — gentle and kind ; but there's a tone 
Of earnest, melancholy warning too, 
As startling to my heart as to mine ear 
A battle-trump at midnight. What dark face. 
Peering from out the mass of coming ills. 
Frowns danger on me ? Why wouldst have me arm 
*Gainst this day's evil more than yesterday — 
Ay — or to-morrow? 

FATHER PAUL (oside, irvesolutely) . 
If I answer him. 
All must be told. So unsuspecting yet ! 
Is'tbest?— 

ERNEST. 

You speak not — and you turn aside 
As if you lacked the courage to unfold, 
Or I to hear the tidings. Speak^ — who is 
My father's choice ? 
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FATHER PAUL {hurriedly). 
See — see — they come! .... Poor boy! 

[ They stand apart. 

Music and choir — Enter Lord Athenry, leading 
Constance veiled — Basil and guests following . 

LORD athenry. 

If, gentle bride, our wooing has been brief, 
Our wedding hasty, be 't our care, my love, 
To prove how weak their judgment who proclaim 
All hurried works ill done. A few bright days 
Must bound our present joys, for I have here 
A summons from my sovereign — ne'er till now 
Unwelcome — to attend him in the field. 
War will be brief, meanwhile my Ernest, here. 
Shall be your warder. Father Paul ! 

father PAUL. 

My lord ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

There is no tongue more apt than thine, good father. 

For charitable mission. Go you forth. 

Bid all my knaves, on pain of my worst wrath. 

Be happy. To that end I do remit 

All rents and monies. Let the poor be fed — 

Give largesse to the peasantry. Let all 

Partake some measure of the joy that fills 

The bosom of their lord. 

FATHER PAUL. 

Their earnest prayers — 
And mine — attend you. {Exit. 
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LORD ATHENRT. 

Come, I will not test 
Your patience longer. Pardon, gentle friends. 
The selfish avarice that prompted me 
To hide a gem whose radiance might restore 
The blasted sight — till I might shew it here, 
And proudly say : T is mine. The time is come — 
Now gaze and worship. 

[He lifts her veil. Ernest recoils in amazement. 

Ha ! — you think her fair? 
And something youthful — eh! — to be the bride 
Of a grey soldier ? You too, gentle friends. 
Do marvel whence I culled this forest-flower : 
You shall know all anon. Come, Ernest, smoothe 
That thoughtful brow. No study now but joy. 
For I intend thy love for her shall be 
Scarce second to mine own. Good friends, come in. 
Ernest, I know, would speak his joy to his 
New mother. 

\^Exeunt all but Constance and Ernest. 
After a patise, he draws nearer. 

ERNEST. 

Constance ! [She does not move. 

It is a dream — a dream — 
A poor deceit, that must dissolve and die 

When reason wakes Enfeebled, hoary age 

Mates not with girlhood ; winter is not found 
To hide his wrinkles and his snowy front 

In laughing summer's lap This marble hand — 

There is a pulse in 't. If thouVt human^ speak — 
Say but you know me. 
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C0N8TANCB. 

Ay, son of my lord, 
What wouldst thou of me ? 

ERNEST. 

To be certified 
If thou art truly Constance, or the form 
Nightly familiar to my slumbering brain — 
Yea, to be torn from out this dream which hath 
Nought in 't of nature. — Mother — what ! my mother ? 
A goodly duty do I owe to thee. 
Though wide of mine intent. Why, what quick brain 
Wrought out this pleasant pastime ? who hath put 
This bitter j est upon us ? Ha — ha — ha ! 
Constance — my mother! 

CONSTANCE. 

Why do you talk so wild ? 
You are free — have eyes — could speak — knew that this 

hand 
Was pledged to — to my lord ! 

ERNEST. 

I knew it not — 
By Heaven, I knew it not ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Why then, indeed, 
We are the very dupes and toys of fate ! 
O Time, thou stern and hoary creditor, 
Roll back twelve hours, and we will give instead 
Ages of ungrown life. — Ah ! do you weep? 
'T is useless all. Since fate hath ta'en the bend, 
Our lives must follow it And you did love me ? 
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BRNEST. 

My life hath been one long — long dream of hope : 

I saw a star reign in the far-off heaven, 

And as I journeyed on, and fed the while 

Upon its scattered lustre, 't was enough 

To think a time might come to grace with words 

My so long silent worship. Constance No 

It cannot be that thou art lost to me 
For ever — ever! — Tell me, else, what guilt, 
Committed or imagined, hath brought down 
A grief so strange — so lasting — terrible — 
On a frail human soul ? [Sound of voices within. 

CONSTANCE (starting wildly). 

Great God ! — I thank thee — 
That sound hath burst my dream. — Off, Ernest! — loose 
Thy stinging grasp ! There 's poison in thy words, 
The sweeter, the more deadly. — Pardon, Heaven, 
If that our erring thoughts a moment stole 
Into forbidden fields, as knowing well 
Our mortal eyes shall dwell on them no more. 
Nor any bright as they. Go! I entreat — 
I do command you — leave me ! We have sinned 
In thought ; and silence, lifelong as profound. 
Must purchase pardon. Do you marvel that 
I speak thus calmly now ? I wept last night — 
That 's o'er — and now I can look stern as Truth 
While inwardly I bleed. Know I intend 
The world shall deem me happy. Do not mar 
With one word more my duty's fair design. 
But oh, begone ! 
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ERNEST. 

And whither shall I then? 
You take my world away. Alas! alas ! 
There is no life where thou art not — no peace 
Unhallowed by thy presence. Let me stay, 
And gaze, and wonder, till my baffled love, 
Changed from its former nature, shall become 
Such as we pay to heavenly denizens — 
So pure in its idolatry — so purged 
From every grosser passion. 

CONSTANCE. 

Thou art mad, 
And wouldst make me so. Look ! from this time forth, 
For any thought, save Christian charity, 
I throw thee from my heart .... Wouldst have me swear 
Eternal hatred ? .... Go ! 

ERNEST {going). 
Farewell ! 

{Re-enter Lord Athenry. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

- How now ? 

Is this obedience ? 

CONSTANCE. 

I must beg, my lord. 
Leave to deny his presence. He is proud, 
And — pardon me— esteems my lack of years 
A bar to his respect. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

By Heaven, he shall 
Repent it then. Entreat her pardon, boy. 
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CONSTANCE. 

There is no need. I am not angry, sir, 

But weak, and something vain — so chiefly made 

By your distinction ; therefore, to be plaip, 

Would not be held up in comparison 

With one so perfect in all human good 

As she whose place I hold. Now, dear my lord, 

Let us not have a wilful, pettish boy 

To siege us here with painful memories, 

And bring in daily question my — my love. 

And duty to my lord. Beseech you, sir, 

Let him, at once, away. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Thy sentence, love. 
Is something stern. The boy is fro ward, true — 
And of a wayward mood ; but yet the tie 
That binds him to me, is as old as he — 
Thine, but of three hours' growth. Sweet second wife, 
Let us be just to him. 

ERNEST. 

Enough, my lord. 
Let me not sunder hearts thus newly lied ; — 
I will obey her. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

So thou shalt, my boy ; 
But not by absence. Mark me, sir, — if e'er. 
By act, or gesture, or impatient word. 
Or a too chill denotement, thou shalt wound 
This gentlest one, I shut thee from my heart 
For ever ! I will curb thy spirit, boy ! 

s 
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And to that end 1 make thee, from this hour, 
The creature of her look ! Take him, my love ; 
He is your son — your servant — minister : 
Use what severity your nature will, 
And be revenged. 

CONSTANCE. 

I would, my lord 

LORD ATHENRY. 

No more ! 
I must not, sweet, so early nay thy wish. 
So do not press it further. Thou shalt find 
All due observance. 

ERNEST. 

For a time, my lord, 
At least, permit my absence. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Not a day — 
An hour ! You are perverse, and would escape 
A service kings might envy. See, my love, 
He'll need some strictness ! What ! is all prepared ? 
On to the feast! {To Ernest, who lingers.) 

Attend your mother, sir ! 

[Exeunt. 



END OF ACT II. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — A ROOM IN THE CASTLE. 

BASIL (alone, musitiff). 
A fortnight wedded ! . . . . Come, *t is time, methinks, 
This fair, felicitous heaven should know some cloud .... 
Ere my good lord be cloyed .... Wake, Basil — what! 
Sleep'st thou upon thy purpose — thy dear wrongs. 
Borne with a coward's patience, to be now 

Stifled in mawkish pity ? Read, and blush 

To need this spurring .... (Takes out a book.) Forth, my 

chronicle ! 
First, for my lord — my very gracious lord — 
He hath his courteous humours — he can smile — 
Can jest, and pat my shoulder ; but there stands 
A black account 'gainst him; and thus it runs — 
" Fool !— hunchback !— idiot !"— 

( Turns the page, and reads.) 
" Idiot ! — hunchback ! —fool ! " — 
A pretty musical chime ! He struck me once. 
And called me beggar — poor dependant — knave 
That fattened on his bounty Well, my lord. 
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I '11 pay you all with usury Where art thou, 

Dear cousin Ernest? — a fair page — unmarked 
Save for one word — but that is graved in blood — 

T is — Constance Why, cousin, I hate thee so, 

That I would dive into the gulf of fire 

So thou wert bound to follow .... and for thee^ 

Constance — bright angel [Enter Julian. 

Ha! who's there? {Conceals tablets.) 

JULIAN. 

Tisl. 

BASIL. 

Beshrew thy catlike step ! I heard thee not — 
Why prowl'st thou hither now ? 

JULIAN. 

Scant justice, man. 
To blame the gift that stands thee in such stead. 
Why, there is news. Ernest goes hence to-night ; 
None save myself, and Sigismund, his squire, 
Know of this purpose. 

BASIL. 

Ha ! — and nothing seen ? 
Nought heard, that hits our object? 

JULIAN. 

No ; I 've played 
The spy in vain — lurked in the twilight rooms — 
Listened at casements — peeped from half-closed doors — 
Dogged them from field to hall, from hall to bower — 
And saw 

BASIL. 

What— what? 
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JULIAN. 

A coldly-duteous serf 
Before his proud liege- lady. Not a word — 
A breath — a glance — that did outleap respect, 

Or sue to her for pity More than this, 

I only saw the white and quivering lip, 

The upcast eye like that old pictures give 

To fettered martyrs, asking strength from Heaven — 

Nay, if thou still canst hate him — be at rest — 

I know thou art avenged. 

BASIL. 

So — goes to-day ! — (musingly) 
Goes hence to-day ! . . . . and if . . . Nay, there will be 
A parting then. . . . . Love is an honest thing — 
Takes but the bad path when the good has failed. 
Duty 's a fine thing, too — and honour rears 
A stately barrier 'gainst free passion's flood — 

But nature breaks down all There will be first 

Coldness — then courtesy — hands half outstretched — 
Next comes sweet memory, and with that, the thought 
That they will meet no more. Then Nature speaks, 
And in one long, wild burst of passionate grief. 
Repays her silence .... Ha ! 't will do — I '11 bring 
Our fiery lord to see 't. 

JULIAN {after a pause). 
His eager love 
May question of her guilt. 

BASIL. 

If he need propf, — 
Thou hast the letter, Julian — hast thou? — that 
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The poor fool wrote, and sent — ha! ha! — by thee — 

Bidding her to a love-tryst Here 's a pen — 

A lucky thought! — 'T was writ some fortnight gone — 
Alter it. Make it yesterday ! (Julian torites.) 

'T is well- 
Some one approaches. Vanish, sprite! 

[Exit Julian, and enter^ by another door^ Lord 
Athenry and Sir John Morillyon. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

The call 
Is sudden, sir : but 't is our boast to keep 
Our horses saddled, and our hauberks bright — 
Doubt not we shall keep tryst. 

SIR JOHN. 

The bold reply 
To those who sought the battle, has been still, 
"Go! follow Athenry!" 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Ha ! good Sir John, 
That was in days of eld. We married men 
Do make but lazy warriors. Troth — there is. 
In the wild glitter of the armed hosts, 
In patriot crowns — in glory's sun that paints 
The fair and fearful lineaments of war — 
One ray our hearts do miss. Tell me. Sir John, 
Hast thou a bride ? 

SIR JOHN. 

None — save this sword. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Well said. 
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A faithM helpmate. Sir, report of me. 
And of my ready haste, as though, in truth, 
/ were no further bound. Must you to horse 
So speedily ? — Farewell ! [Exit Sir John. 

BASIL (who has been pacing the room abstractedly^ 
patises before a picture of ernest). 

I have beheld 
Less faithful portraitures — and yet, methinks, 
There lurks deceit in 't too. The limner gave 
His spirit to that look. So bold, at once, 

And sad When first we gaze upon this world 

Our eyes ope wide in wonder. As time grows, 
The lids droop with it ; — we have seen enough, 
And find no cause for marvel. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Basil ! 
BASIL {not heeding him). 

Ha! 
That brow — 'tis princely ! Who would credit now 
A brain thus proudly chambered could descend 
To projects dark and evil? 

LORD ATHENRY (cLSide). 

What talks he— 
Of evil projects ? Ernest, too ! — ^That 's strange — 
He is so rapt he heard me not ! 

BASIL. 

Again 
The mouth — a fine expression, — sweet, but firm. 
Good fsiith! — came guilt and treason from such source, 
It were as if a golden duct should drain 
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A city's mixed pollution ! . . . . O false nurse, 
Nature ! that boldest the pretty painted Vice 
Up to the crowd's idolatry, and leav'st 
The poor, plain-visaged sister. Truth, a butt 
For grinning fools to scoff at ! 

LORD ATHENRY {comiug foTward). 

What means this ? 
What ! are thou dreaming, boy ? 

BASIL {confusedly), 

I did not think 

LORD ATHBNRY. 

To have a sharer in thy counsels, coz ? 

But you have said too much, or not enough ; 

So purge thy bosom of that evil guest 

Who bids thee rail at Nature. Wherefore false ? 

Why is she false ? 

BASIL. 

Good uncle^ if these rude, 
Misshapen limbs — these tones, to which, 'tis said, 
A bullfrog's note were music — these rough locks, 
Ay — and this precious mountain on my back. 
Be her best gifts — no marvel if I rail : 
I am not much her debtor. But, enough — 
I spoke not of such toys ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

You spoke of one 
Whose likeness met thine eye — and, as I thought, 

With words of Well — no matter. [A pause. 

By this hand, 
'T is pity they Ve such foes ! 
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BASIL. 

Who, uncle? 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Who! 
My wife and Ernest. 

BASIL. 

Nay ! is 't so indeed ? 
Since when, my lord ? {Aside.) They were good friends, 

I '11 swear, 
Two hours ago. 

LORD ATHBNRY. 

Ev n from the first, my son 
Hated his lovely stepdame. Faith, 'tis true, 
She takes small pains to soothe his waywardness. 
And ever hath some chilling word at hand 
To mar my peacemaking. 

BASIL. 

To think of that,— 
And they so matched in spirit ? Well-a-day — 
You have a quick perception ! So, no doubt 

I heard not clearly when she Surely — ha ! 

(Looking out.) 
The day shuts redly in. Hark ! may we trust 
That moaning prophet of the woods, — to-night 
Shall have its storms, my lord. 

LORD ATHBNRY (walking up to him). 

Hark you, my cousin ! 
You are no idle babbler : well I know 
You drop no word that hath not meaning — not 
Appointed purpose. Why dost doubt that hate 
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Between my wife and son which, hour by hour, 
Doth challenge notice? Think not to deceive, 
For I will know the nature of that wrong 
Which colours now thy thought. 

BASIL. 

You cannot, sir. 
I owe you much ; but to my secret heart 
Shall no man win by menace .... Be content — 
A glance might cost you dear. ' 

LORD ATHENRY. 

How, sirrah — how! 

Will you defy I am too hot .... Sit down. 

And talk as friends .... I pr'y thee, gentle cousin. 
At once unloose this monster of thy mind, 
And we will quickly bait him to the death, 
Or ne'er believe me. Speak! 

BASIL {after a paitse). 

Uncle, you love 
Your bride. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Love Constance ! Follow not that theme 
In such sepulchral tones. Why — what wouldst say 
Of her ? She is fair ? I am not jealous on't ! 
I do not scowl — and clutch my dagger s hilt — 
And glare fierce murder, when she lists to smile 
On others than her lord ! Why, what of that ? 
The guests are younger, and more glib of tongue 
Than the grave host; and, now I think of it. 
These locks shew something thinner than they were ; 
The helmet's weight — and 'faith, it may be, time. 



Scene I.] LOST AND WON. 59 

Have done me that much wrong. But in my love, 
Nor boy nor minstrel, knight nor troubadour, 
Can hold true pace with me. My own sweet wife — 
Pure as I feel thee— blest, as I think thou art, 
In blessing me — kind angels watch thee stilly 
My darling Constance ! 

BASIL (rising y and moving apart). 
My — my dearest lord. 
Question no more. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Your bearing frights me, cousin ! 
Must I be silent ? How ! not question thee ? 
Pause in the midst of fire, and set my mind 
At large amidst a hell of hungry thoughts — 
Legions of frowning doubts ! — each with its whip — 
Horrible fancies — dangerous to the heart 
Which dare conceive such ! Speak, 1 say ! 

BASIL. 

My lord. 
Will you be calm ? 

LORD ATHENRY. 

As Roman Mutius when 
He burnt his living hand .... Now speak. 

BASIL. 

Thy wife — 
I see thy colour fade ! Be armed .... I say, 
Demean you like a soldier .... She is false ! 
False to thy bed ! The paramour 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Ha! who? 
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BASIL. 

Is — Ernest ! Is thy son ! 

LORD ATHENRY (uTiskeathing his sward). 

Liar ! 't is false ! 
Thou mock'st me — and shalt die! 

BASIL. 

Ay ! murder truth ! 
So guilt and falsehood flourish ! 

LORD ATHENRY (patising in agitation). 

Cousin — I — 
I wait to see thy craven looks belie 
Thy terrible words ; to have this spectre laid 
That chills my veined life .... You do not blench. 
Nor start from my bare sword ! — Your hand is firm. 
As if put forth to save a perilled friend ! 
Your eyes have water in them — you are a man, 
And weep. 

BASIL. 

For pity, uncle ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Mercy — Heaven ! 

BASIL. 

Itym would balm your honour's deadly hurt 

With blood of him that probed it — never pause — 

Oivo ttiy blind passion way. I shall to rest, 

An mtttty littiple, loving fools have done, 

Aftirr tbftt weary and distressful day 

'Gainst wbi^h nor truth nor honesty might arm. 

Nor Jutftke gbbld them. 
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LORD ATHENRY. 

What was it you said ? 
Why did I draw this sword ? O blessed Heaven ! 
Heed not my fury, boy. The poisoned dart 
Struck deep and deadly .... Nay, nay — 'tis a jest ! 
You needs must try the old, stern soldier's heart, 
If tis awake to jealousy. You see 
You've hit me, coz ! Ha ! ha ! . . . . You do not laugh — 
Nor speak ! . . . . O Basil ! — if 't is possible 
That you have stolen suspicion's watery glass. 
Which shews distortedly things straight and true, — 
Yea — things which are not — cousin, tell me so! 
Speak without fear — I will not rage — I'll not 
Impeach thy truth ! I'll say thou 'rt zealous — kind — 
A good, blunt friend — and, like a friend, I'll house thee 
For ever in my soul. 

BASIL. 

Alas ! my lord ! 

Know you these characters ? (Shews the letter.) 

LORD ATHENRY (after examining^ returns it). 

Cousin, read thou ; 
Mine eyes are full of blood ! 

BASIL. 

'T was found beside 
My lady's room ; — the date but one day old. [Reads, 

" To Constance, my soul's mistress. 

"Think, sweet lady, they love most deeply 
who love silently. I stand but coldly in the grace of 
one who claims thy duty; but if I have read — forgive. 
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if 'tis presumption — I say if I have truly read in the 
sweet index of thine eyes — thy smile — that thy kind 
feelings have o'erlooked my lack of merit, give me one 
sweet hour wherein I may tell thee all — and hear — 
so I pray Heaven — that which shall bless me ever .... 
Grant me this, sweet lady — gentle Constance — 

" I am thy most grateful 

" Ernest." 
And she went forth at evening ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

O no more ! 
Accomplished villain — fiend ! in your own web 
I *11 snare ye both. How all things open now ! 
How grows the monstrous picture into life ! 
I must be blind to this ! Words, looks, and deeds — 
Unnoticed all! And— -cousin, didst not see, 
When, at the feast last night, some one remarked — 
(Yon smirking minstrel 't was) — how hardly love 
Would brook disguise — marked you not then^ I say, 
How their looks met — how quick their conscious cheeks 
Put on the same hot crimson livery ? 
O ! if their eyes did kiss — their souls embraced — 
And perfected the sin ! Yea, two black souls 
In the face of heaven adulterously played. 
And dwell unpunished ! 

[He is staggering out. Basil grasps his arm. 

BASIL. 

Then let vengeance fall 
Upon the tempter's head ! My dearest lord. 
Spare her ! 
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LORD ATHE5ST {hormimg), 
I thank yoo. Yes — we will proceed 
Slowly — and jnstly ; have oar fears confirmed — 
Nor let suspicion ran before the trath — 
Unwelcome visitant! O consin — coosin. 
Thy words ache at my heart ! Come then, thine arm — 
We will seek out these [Enter a Retainer, hastUf/, 

SETAIXER. 

On the northern crag 
A beacon bams, my lord ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

A party out 
To gather tidings ! Should they bring ill news, 
Ann, and to horse ! [Exit Retainer. 

BASIL {aside). 
This crosses mine intent ! 
Well, on ! A busy night seems toward. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Now, 
Where shall we light upon these friendly foes — 
These lovers — devils — where? 

BASIL. 

Sun8et is near — 
The hour of pleasure — and all loving thought — 
Kisses and dalliance. Doubtless they will be 
In the west chamber, God ! — it sickens me 
To look upon 't again ; but, for thy sake — 
For thy sake, dear my lord 

LORD ATHENRY. 

I pr'y thee place me 
Where we may hear their words. 
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BASIL. 

I doubt, my lord, 
That may not be ; but from their cheeks — their eyes — 
Their gestures — we may judge .... 

LORD ATHEMRY. 

Peace, cousin, peace ! — 
You lead me to the slake, and would beguile 
The way, which is too brief, by teaching me 
The torment of the flame. Let us not speak 
Again— till all be known. — Come, come — away ! 

[Exeunt, 



SCENE IL— THE WEST CHAMBER. 

Constance at a tambour-frame — and Gin a. 

GINA. 

There ! — a false colour ! — You have spoiled the rose — 
Planted a gangrene in its very core— 
And now 't will never blow. 

CONSTANCE. 

Magician — why ? 

GINA. 

Because the fashion of a silken flower, 

l^o less than the creations of the mind. 

Must have the heart in 't. Where is thine ?— abroad ?- 

It wanders, then, in perilous fields. — At home? 

Browsing on bitter fruit .... You frown. Alas ! 

You weep ! . . . . My Constance, have I angered you, 
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When I am sick to see the old sweet smile, 
And would not, for my life, add pain to thine, 
Nor lay a hair's, weight on your gentle breast 
When yon are heart-sore? 

CONSTANCE. 

Dearest, never heed 
That I am sad ; for, nevertheless, I love 
To hear thy joyous laugh and merry speech. 

And fain would be infected. T is the time 

Of vespers — is 't not? — Leave me now, dear Gina, 
With mine own heart, to solitude and prayer, 
For sadly it needs schooling. 

GINA. 

Dearest Constance ! 

[Kisses her^ and exit. 
CONSTANCE (walks moumfully towards the casement and 

gazes forth . A pattse.) 
The sunset lingers o*er the earth as if 

It loved, and would not part with it Alas ! 

'Tis gone ! So passes hope from many hearts ; 
The world's unwearied sun to rise again — 
The heart's sun, never / . . . . All turn homeward now ; 
All that need rest — that know content — feel love — 
That have one living eye to welcome them ! 

[A heron passes. 
Ev'n thou, tired feaster, lift'st thy lazy wing. 
And, well I ween, not all the leaping waves 
That spread thy sparkling banquet, — nay, nor all 
The pert, gold-feathered babblers of the spring. 
Can keep thee, winged wanderer, from thy nest, 

F 
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Thy lonely mate! — Thou art — and know'st it not — 
Thou art a lover! .... {Twilight increases.) Silver eyes 

of heaven — 
Ye lasting and unwearied travellers! 
Soft breeze, that like a friend, unshamed by grief, 
Draws near with gentle kiss ! Sweet, shadowed eve, 
The widowhood of day — ah, wherefore put 
This lovely semblance on ? Look black, fair nature ! 
Frown storms abroad — and strike the world with fear — 
For this still beauty mourns and points at me 
As the sole cursed thing ! Save me — ( Vespers.) Sweet 

bells ! 
Well do ye counsel ! {Kneels.) Lady of the tears ! — 
Ave^ purissima ! — (weeps) — thou whose grief is done — 
A blinded heart hath wandered from the way — 
And comes for light to thee ! — 

ERNEST {who has entered and stands sadly apart), 

O mournful music! — 
What daring lip shall tempt high heaven with prayer, 
And thine rejected ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Gentle Mother, hear ! 
ERNEST {starts and speaks aside). 
T is sacrilege to linger. 

[As he is moving away Constance looks round. 
CONSTANCE {rising). 

Wherefore this ? 
W^hy do you break upon my privacy ? 
I called you not. 
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ERNEST. 

Need I remind you of 
My father's strict command ? Methought it lay 
Too heavily on both our souls for that ; — 
Fear it no longer. {Approaches nearer,) When you sat 

this morn, 
Seeking to calm your lord's untranquil mood 
With songs, a string broke in your virginals. 
Which, for pretext to give me liberty. 
Or else in very idleness of thought. 
You gave to me to mend. 

CONSTANCE. 

I did SO — true : 
I had forgotten. 

ERNEST. 

Madam, it is done. [Offers it. 

CONSTANCE. 

And makes it harmony? 

ERNEST. 

Alas! not so — 
I may not trust mine ear : 't is, like my heart, 
A cureless discord. 

CONSTANCE. 

This is nothing, sir ! — 
Know you to whom you speak? Nothing to me — 
Make me not your confessor! {Turns away,) When I 

need 
Your further service, I will summon you. 

ERNEST. 

Lady! 



68 LOST AND WON. [Act III. 

CONSTANCE. 

You heard — yet stand, and linger yet, 
And gaze Away, sir! — this is insolence! — 

ERNEST. 

Forgive me ! — I — madam ! — [-Hie falh at her feet, 

O Constance, hear me! — 
One word ! — the last! .... You will not? .... Then all's 
o'er! — [Rising, 

Farewell ! 

CONSTANCE {tuming quickly). 
Farewell said'st thou? — To bid farewell? — 
Thank God ! — thank God ! [Bursts into tears. 

ERNEST. 

I would 't were mine to shed 
Such joyous tears! 

CONSTANCE. 

O Ernest ! if you loved me — 
As you have told — not with unholy words, 
But with that calm, and mute, and terrible speech, 
That dwells in ghastly cheek, and writhing lip. 
And hollow, sleepless eye, — if you had loved 
As Constance loved, you would not doubt nor pause — 
You would not stand between my God and me. 
To catch and clog my thoughts, that strive to heaven, 
And force them back on my despairing soul. 
Palsied and sick with horror ! . . . . Ernest! — Ernest ! — 
Do as thou wilt — my path is chosen — I — 
I was not born to be a cast-away ! . . . . 

ERNEST. 

Live honoured, and be happy, noblest friend — 
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'Twas therefore I came hither. For my grief, 
I '11 hide it in the grave ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Think we have met 
As ancient friends, far distant, but heart-tied. 
Encounter in a dream. The mom is come — 
We are awaked — and part ! 

ERNEST. 

Yes — all is said. {^Patises. 
Yet something seems forgotten. Well, 't is best 
To finish thus. Words are weak ministers ; 
The heart's true eloquence is throbs and tears, 
Not that which may be writ, and then slurred o'er, 
And its fair truth denied. Thy voice again — 
Speak ! — say farewell ! 

CONSTANCE. 

Nay, but be comforted ; — 
O Ernest, think ! — what is this hour of grief — 
This petty human spite — this drop of gall — 
To the long peace of God's eternity ? — 
Why, let us smile, dear friend, as half repaid. 
Smarting for virtue's sake ! Remember, too, 
(For this is much) how wide soe'er the paths 
May seem, that mark our earthly pilgrimage. 
By the same light we tread — the same our strength — 
Our hope — our home— our resting-place the same ; 
Wherein at length, the high reward obtained 
Of him that overcometh, we sit down, 
And feel no sorrow more. 
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ERNEST. 

Most beautiful 
And patient, meek instructor .... Angels keep thee 
Under their balmy wings — I will but kiss 
This marble — {Takes her hand) — and begone, 

CONSTANCE. 

Pray you, no more. 
These new and heavenly vestments of our hope 
Let us not soil with weeping. 

[Enter behind Lord Athenry and Basil. 
Take this gem; [Gives a ring. 
And when its sparkle shall attract thine eye, 
Think that so bright, so free from speck or flaw, 
We have preserved dear honour. Let me dwell 
In thy remembrance as a friend who comes 
But by another, distant path to meet thee 
At some appointed goal, and so would fain 
With virtue's grace, and bosom fair and clean. 
Come freshly to thy view. Thou 'dst have it so. 
I am assured thou would'st ; and even now 
The manly resolution lights thine eye — 
And where are tears ? 

ERNEST (kneels^ and kisses her hands). 
Heaven guard thee ! 
LORD ATHENRY (breaking from basil, and rushing 

between them). 

Fiends of hell ! — 
Before mine eyes ! . . . Pale, lady ? — T is but I — 
T is but your lord. Pr'ythee let us not mar 
The acting of this mystery — this sweet play. 
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So aptly studied ! . . . . Poor deluded fools ! 

Clumsy artificers of guilt ! at least, 

Ye are bunglers in your trade ! Get from my sight, 

You painted harlot, whose sweet graces shew 

Like nets for man's dear soul ! Away ! . . . . For thee — 

Death on thy heart ! , . . . [^Seizes Ernest. 

ERNEST. 

Let me be heard, my lord. 
There is a fearful error 

LORD ATHENRY (furioUSly). 

Hypocrite ! 
Ungrateful viper ! nourished in my heart 
That thou might'st choose its tenderest portion out 
To hide thy sting there ! Ho ! [Attendants enter. 

Tie up his lips — 
Let not that spring of falsehood choke mine ear 
With living accent more ! (Approaches Constance.) This 

lady 's fair — 
Is she not, friends? — But, Taith, the whitest scrolls 

Give forth the darkest words and if she hath 

An angel's face, ev'n so had Lucifer — 
And he is king of hell. 

CONSTANCE. 

You mock me, sir ; 
It may be sport to your dependant grooms 
To hear me rated thus. But your own heart 
Shall punish you for this. The heavens above ! — 
You do not well, my lord. Release your son ; 
And know this mighty wrong — if wrong it be — 
Is of my working only. 
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LORD ATHBVRT. 

O well-moathed! 
Too well for such a cause. Doabdess, your love — 
Or, rather say, that hellish thing which dares 
Usurp its holy seeming and great name — 
Hath so mnch hononr in 't as will abide 
More than its portion of the torment dne 

To its denuded treachery She 's £ilse ! 

Why, there you read it — there ! 

CONSTANCE. 

True as thy words, 
(iijttrious lord, are false, and to thy shame! 
No ; Heaven so guard me in that hour when all 
Display their souls freed from all fleshly veil. 
As we are guiltless both. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Ha ! say'st thou so ? 
llevenge is eager — rage and jealousy, 
Blind guides and hasty. 1 may have overlooked 
Borne favouring witness. Hither, gentle wife — 
Put those white hands in mine — thine eyes to heaven — 
And swear you never loved him. 

[A pause. She sinks at his feet. 
Ha ! you dare not — 
There speaks the witness blood with fifty tongues — 
'T is well you dare not. To your feet again— 
Oh, must I help? .... Your joints are nicely strung, 
And you must have, for your fair grace and ease, 

A gentler groom than I O thou false heart ! 

Thou fair enticing fruit with poisoned core ! 
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Why, who would deem of guilt thus richly housed — 

Or note that heavenly breast, and think that snakes 

Did heave and curl beneath the satin skin. 

And no pure thought? . . . Minion, I '11 have thee caged — 

Slung from the windows in the noonday glare 

Of the world's eye — foul things shall mock at thee, 

And think them virtuous — I '11 

CONSTANCE. 

O Heaven ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Yet stay — 
ril give thee one chance further .... Bring him near ! 

{^Attendants bring "Ervest forward. 
Confess, my madam, you have wronged your lord ; 
Say you were young — were weak ; he grey and stern ; 
You bright and warm as heaven ; he cold as earth — 
Wherein he might, ere long, be cradled too ; 
Therefore you played him false and thought no harm — 
Say this and I '11 forgive thee ! 

CONSTANCE. 

No — no — no! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Why then the villain I have called my son 
Hath offered thee foul insult; and 'tis just 
Thy lips, dear injured wife, should be the source 
From whence his sentence comes. Hark, Rudiger ! 
Come near — and Sandon. At your lady's word 
Drag off your prisoner to the rebel's hold — 
There chain him night and day. 
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ATTENDANT. 

My lord ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Away! 
The rebel's hold ! 

ANOTHER. 

That 's death, my lord ! The vault 
Emits foul vapours — worse than the rank breath 
Of opened graves. Nor beast, nor breathing man. 
If fettered there, should live ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Intrusive fool ! 
See that I try not that experiment 
Upon thyself! Speak, lady! thou art slow 
To heal this wound of thine. The prisoner waits 
His sentence. 

CONSTANCE. 

For what crime, my lord ? Alas ! 
You jest with us. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

With us ! She couples them 
As they were mates of old. What crime ? Thy hand — 
There was a diamond here. Has that enriched 
The cup that drowned thine honour? False, — oh, false ! 
The Egyptian wanton fed her love with pearls ; — 
Thou hast a freer hand — {Stamping,) Did ye not hear ? 

CONSTANCE. 

Stay but a moment — O my lord ! my lord ! 
There is no rule in this — Condemn and hear not! 
Wreak not your fury on your innocent child, 
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Give not your wife to shame ! My mother, — think 

Of her grey hairs, and honour. Do not let 

This base tale hunt to an untimely grave 

My sole, kind earthly friend. Oh, she will die 

Ere I may wash me from this stain, and this 

Because I — I 

[She falls insensible. Ernest is home off. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Hence — to the hold with him ! 
As for yon white-faced, honourable dame, 
She'll back to life anon. With such, the blood — 
Life's soul and sense — is but a skittish thing — 
Comes easily, and goes. Well, Basil, let's 
Go in. O gentle coz, thou hast a soul 
That shames its crooked case. Henceforth I have 
No son but thee. 

BASIL. 

Take comfort, dear my lord. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

No comfort, cousin, but revenge — no comfort. 

[Exeunt, 



END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I.— AN APARTMENT. 

Enter Basil, J vliav following. 

BASIL. 

Escaped ! — Art jesting ? If man's teeth be files, 
His breath a solvent, I'll believe thy tale — 
'T is scarce in reason else. 

JULIAN. 

I tell you true — 
He passed the postern, crossed the drawbridge, wrapped 
In the habit of a serf. The sentinel 
Twice raised his crossbow, and thou inight'st have been 
The heir of Athenry, but that the moon. 
Owing thee some ill turn, concealed her face. 
And so his aim was lost. 

BASIL. 

Beshrew her then — 

That wink hath cost a signiory My lord 

Knows what hath chanced ? 

JULIAN. 

He does; and shewed, indeed, 
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Nor anger, nor amaze. (Draws nearer.) He hath work 

in hand. 
If I mistake not, of a fearful sort — 
For as I paced the gallery that leads 
Up to my lady's chamber, suddenly 
I heard a hurried step — 'twas he — I passed 
Into the shadow, that he saw me not. 
But there was that within his baleful eye 
That made my heart stand still. 

BASIL {starting^ and pacing the room). 

He will not do't — 

He cannot — dare not Kill in darkness! — No : — 

His nature is too lion-like, and proud — 
If he do need revenge, he is one to seize. 
Not steal it. 

JULIAN. 

But if she be guilty ? 

BASIL. 

Peace — 

Guilty I He comes — The parchment, Julian — 

quick ! [Julian hands him a parchment. 

What — is it clerkly penned ? — If there be flaw. 
Deceit, or fraud in this disherison. 
Woe to thy law-craft, sirrah — Hark, he's here — 
ril make him sign, and speedily. Away, 
Quit not the antechamber. (Exit Juliav.) With such look. 
Such wild, disordered step, and glaring eye, 
Men come from deeds of blood ! He walks like one 
In restless slumber. [Unter Lord Athenry. 
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LORD ATHENRY {speaking to himself). 

One escaped — and one 
Calmly at rest on her dishonoured bed ! 
I'd say the death-blast was well-timed, and fair, 
That should sweep o'er such rest, and close for aye 
Upon the world, the windows of that fair 
Polluted palace ! 

BASIL. 

Heaven shield, my lord ! 
You have not 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Killed her? No, boy — yet in sleep 
Her thoughts dwelt on his guilty name, — and still 
I bore it — I was warned — ^^ Destroy in sleep T 
So the voice muttered — ** Hold thy vengeful hand — 
We lie down trustingly ^ — a^ having made 
A compact with the worlds and death — its king — 
That they shall pause — no vantage taen — and leave 
The slumherer free^ once more to welcome in 
Lifes busy morn — if ^t were but to fulfil 
Things left undone'' Ev'n with that gracious thought, 
I plucked the yet unsanguined weapon back, 
And left her to her dream. 

BASIL. 

Well, that was wise — 
We are severest when most pitiful, 
And leave the scourge to conscience. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Give me wine — 
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Mine eyeis have lost their faculty of rest — 
I '11 hence ere day. What now ? 

BASIL {producing the parchment). 

The deed, my lord, 
You bade be drawn. Tis hastily prepared, 
But 't will suffice. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

To make my son a beggar? 
I will pause first — and let me tell you, cousin. 
You are not free from blame. Of all my house. 
You shared my counsels only : knew, beside, 
That Ernest loved her — knew it well — and yet 
Cared'st not to check my scarcely rooted love, — 
Yea, rather bade it grow. True friendship hath 
Two tongues — one smooth as silk — one fierce as fire — 
You would stand by, and see your friend prepare 
To taste a mortal draught — and hesitate 
To dash it piecemeal, lest you anger him ! 
Oh, but you dealt unfaithfully in this — 
Now Heaven provide me twenty enemies 
That wear their frank hate open to the day. 
Ere such a friend ! 

BASIL. 

Wilt please you sign, my lord? 
A witness waits without. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

I tell thee, no — 
I do mistrust thee. Thou misshapen thing, 
Get hence ! \^Ptishes him away. 



80 LOST AND WON. [Act IV. 

BASIL. 

My lord, you will repent of this — 

Ay, ere the morn 

LORD ATHENRY (striking him). 

Take that, then — and let one 
Repentance answer both. 

BASIL (aside). 

That blow hath wiped 
The striker from the world . . . (Aloud.) For twenty years 
Your roof hath sheltered me, your hand supplied — 
And frankly too — my childhood's need ; — the aims 
Of riper manhood . . . . T was a poor return 
When I gave all — my earnest love — my poor, 
But zealous services — yet can I not. 
Like the good hound, lamed by your hasty spear. 
Crawl back, and fawn for bread. If much I owed, 
That blow hath cancelled all — nay, more, my lord — 
Left you my debtor. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Cousin, I was wrong — 
I did not worthily to strike thee so. 
I am a weary and heart-stricken man, 
Whose passions are my masters — whose poor life 
Hath made one leap from manhood's strength and prime 
To feeble, pettish age. Look — here is wine — 
Fill, Basil — fill — drown all unkindness here. 
Once — and for ever .... Come, thou 'rt slow — 't is plain 
You are no reveller, cousin. (They drink.) Ha! methinks 
It hath a goodly flavour ! — You will ride 
To-morrow, Basil ? 
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BASIL. 

Ay, my lord. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

T is well ; 
Where stands my chair ? My sight grows strangely dull — 
I thank you ... Of this matter, cousin^ we must think 
What's to be done .... My brain seems wandering — 
Alive with dark, fantastic images — 
Do I grow paler? — ha ! 

\^Trumpet without. And enter an armed Retainer. 

RETAINER. 

My lord, the band 
Of Ronald Greystoke halts beside the moat ; 
Their leader sends a soldier's greeting, and 
Entreats you to the field. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

I come .... Alas ! 
This mistimed sickness ! — Is't of common use 
That ills which aim but at the spirit*s harm. 
Should wring man's vigorous and knitted frame 
With pangs like these ? . . . Give me my mail ! — O cousin — 
A son so bound to me ! ... . My corslet — so — 
This steel can neet repel a deadlier wound 
Than that it locks within. If I should fall. 
Be gentle, coz — with my — with Constance — I — 
I would not take mine anger to the grave 
How deeply wronged soe'er — Look, if I die. 
She is forgiven. 

[Trumpet again. And enter another Retainer. 

G 
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RETAINER. 

Sir Halbert of the Mount 
Draws rein before the castle, and entreats 
Your instant help, my lord. The king himself 
Cheers on his scanty train, demanding oft, 
" Where lingers Athenry V* 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Death ! do I sleep ? 
My sovereign in the field — and feebly trained — 
And I a laggard ? — Ho! to horse ! {Leans on his sword,) 

Alas! 
Mine eyelids droop as if the sense they veil 
Did court eternal rest : and these fierce pangs 
Run momently throughout my shivering frame. 
As tyrant death did make a toy of me, 
Plucking me to and fro. Support me, cousin ; 
Bid them to horse — despatch ! — and let me find. 
At least, a soldier's grave ! 

BASIL. 

Nay, nay, good uncle ! 

[Enter a Messenger. 
My lord is ill — your tidings? 

MESSENGER. 

Our brave king, 
Bleeding and worn from his victorious strife. 
Ordains, that when the lord of Athenry 
Hath dined, and drunk, and said his evening prayer, 
He shall seek out the ford of Deverleigh, 
And aid his perilled country with more love 
Than he has served his king. [Exit. 
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LORD ATHENRY. 

What do they say ? 
There is a sound of battle in mine ear, — 
Trumpets and shouting ; but my sense is dull, .... 
Well aimed, sir archer — thou hast hit me home — 
Hurrah ! . . . the field is won . . . Nay, nay, my liege, 
I did but do my duty — all is well — 
Let me be buried in mine armour .... Ha ! 
Night, like a ready mourner, comes and waves 
Her sooty pinions 'fore mine eyes, and now 
All 's dark .... My Constance, is it thou ? — sweet wife, 
I wronged thee, did I not ? — All 's over now — 

Forgiven — all [Sinks back^ 

BASIL (watches him for a few moments: then walks to 

the door^ and calls softly). 

Hist ! art thou there, good friend ? 
Julian, I say [Enter Julian. 

JULIAN. 

Where is my lord ? 

BASIL. 

Speak low. 
Sleeping. 

JULIAN. 

And clad in mail ? 

BASIL. 

Ay — he must needs 
Put armour on, and, sick with this new grief, 
And crying too, on some dull, drowsy pangs, 
That leaped about his heart, would have pricked forth 
To aid the king : but, at my earnest prayer, 
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Sought for an hour such balm as slumber brings. 
Tread softly .... Rouse him not. 

JULIAN. 

The night, methinks. 
Hath in this noble presence wrought much change — 
The hair falls from his helmet straight and grey, 
The clear, sun-mellowed cheek shews wan and pale, 
And caverned so, the staring bones would seem 
To pierce the shrunken skin. His mouth is drawn 
Like those who suffer torments. There's a tinge 
Of blood upon his nether lip ... . Good saints ! 
Basil ! — ho — Basil ! — 

BASIL {approaching). 
Aye?— 
JULIAN {in a hoarse whisper). 

Nay — mark him well — 
Who sleeps — with open eyes? 

\^Apause^ during which Basil observes 
him steadfastly. 
basil. 

Thou look*st aghast — 
I have heard thee say thou feared'st him living — Well, 
He is harmless to thee now. 

JULIAN {after a pause of amazement). 

I do not fear. 
But reverence. If the spirit's house of dust 
So fairlv shews, what must the immortal be 
Could we behold it ? Such regard doth sit. 
Even in that glassy eye — the spoiler death 
Must call his follower, the worm, to aid. 
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Ere he shall quench its manhood. True, all's calm — 
The dancing pulse — sage counsel — daring deed — 
All things that stamp us from the dull-clod earth — 
All things that trouble rest, lie tamed and quelled — 
But what is lost in rich and breathing life 
Is won in majesty. 

BASIL. 

'T is even so — 
Then shall we leave to vulgar, ribald grooms 
This great man's obsequies? Lend me thine aid, 
And we will dress him for his grave. 

JULIAN {shrinking back). 

Not I; 
I would not touch him for his corslet's weight 
In gold of Ophir. (Eagerly.) Basil, bid me not, 
Wretch as I am, put hand on this old man, 
So strangely 

BASIL. 

Fellow ! what ? 

JULIAN. 

Dead in his chair — 
At quiet midnight — armed for present strife — 
No previous sickness, nor no visible wound 
To be death's herald ! O good Basil! — Basil — 
Dark are the ministers that usher in 
An unappointed end — fearful the change 
From busy worldliness and present strife. 
To the cold calm of unregardful death ! 
Then wherefore was this 

BASIL. 

Cease, thou babbling fool ! , 
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'T is taught us, ere our alphabet, that life 
Is but a chanceful, slight, and daily thing — 
Caught by a breath away. Let me remind thee, 
Good Julian, what thou art . . . . The parasite 
That feeds upon my fortunes ; boasting not 
That solitary good most villains claim, 
The trick of valour — therefore thou art mine: 
A marketable creature — Mammon's slave — 
So doubly mine: — A culprit doomed — if found, 
With life no longer than the craven prayer 
Howled forth to save it : — therefore trebly mine — 
Dost thou confess it ? 

JULIAN. 

Spare thy threats, and say. 
What seek you of me ? 

BASIL. 

This. To add thy voice 
To what I shall declare, as touching on 
The murder of this lord. Look — 't is our cue 
To give 't a bloody name. 

JULIAN. 

And what beside ? 

BASIL. 

To count our winnings, man. Two merry souls, 

Basil, the hunchback — Lord of Athenry 

And thou— his good friend ever.— Put thine arm 
To this dead warrior.— What!— Julian— boy !— 
He is less terrible now. 

[Uxeunt, bearing the body. After a 
pause^ Julian returns, pale and 
disordered. 
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JULIAN. 

Blood on my hands — 
Blood in mine eyes — blood every where ! — I hear 
Fierce voices round. There's a foul murder done 

« 

Upon a grey old man. Even now I feel 

The hangman's fingers grappling at my throat — 

Mercy! Ah — mercy !....! am but a slave — 

Sold to a tyrannous fiend, that jeers at me, 

And makes me share his guilt .... {Looks fearfully 

round.) There's no one there — . [Basil calls, 
I come — I come — Some wine first .... Stay — What's 

here ? [ Takes up a small packet. 

Ha! — do I dream? .... I know this flavour — lo! — 
The devil betrays his servant .... Deadly drug ! 
Thy fetid odour more delights my sense 
Than perfumes scattered through the bower of kings — 
Thy scent is of revenge. [Basil calls within. 

Lie close, my witness — 
I come! .... False villain ! who is master now ? [Exit, 
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ACT V. 



SCtlNE I. —BEFORE THE CASTLE. 



Trumpets, and enter King Edward and his train, attended 
by Basil, Aymer de Valence, «7irf others, marching. 

KING EDWARD. 

Here we will rest to-night, and, with the dawn, 
Face southward, friends. Now sorely do we miss 
This castle's gallant lord I Albeit, alas ! — 
Our trumpets cannot, from his mortal rest. 
Awake dead Athenry— they shall, at least, 
Ring triumph o'er his bier ! .... A flourish ! 



BASIL. 



[ Trumpets. 



Sire, 



His soul had revelled in this glorious field 

Had Heaven so willed it! 1 have bade prepare 

Some slight refreshment after this hard toil— 
T is but a soldier's welcome, royal lord. 
And soldier's fare. Please it, your majesty, 
To enter now ? 
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KING EDWARD. 

Let 's in. To-night, at least, 
We have earned our supper, lords ! De Valence and 
Basil of Athenry — to your good care, 
Right trusty guardians of the north, I give 
The forehead of my land. 

BASIL. 

Thanks, royal liege ! 
Though, sooth to say, your majesty's good sword 
Hath left us little work- 

KING EDWARD. 

Fear not for that. 
We have crushed the scorpion's head, but left the tail 
Untouched — and there 's the sting ! I bid ye all 
Be quick and stirring — keep your beacons dry — 
Or, if I err not, ere the year be old. 
Yon tameless rebel will come sweeping down, 
And light your winter fires ! 

MORILLYON.* 

True, by my hand ! — 
And Scotland had not wept such bloody tears 
As those that trickle now, had the vain fools — 
Her squabbling nobles — stilled their envious tongues. 
And left brave Wallace — as his merits claim — 
The rule to-day. 

BASIL {aside to him). 
The king is frowning ! — peace ! — 
He brooks not Wallace' praise ! Sir John— Sir John, 

Thou 'rt a most gallant soldier, but— i* faith 

No courtier. 
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KING EDWARD {turning). 
Who said that ? Who dared to call 
Yon traitor brave? — What? — ha! — 

MORILLYON. 

I, sire. 

KING EDWARD. 

Thy speech 
Was no less true than courtly, good Sir John, — 
Who vaunts the lion I have fought withal. 
Vaunts me : — and, by St. George, this mom he laid 
His talons somewhat roughly on my brow — 
'Twas well I wore my crown! — {Turns to them.) Who 

was 't that came 
Between us ? . . . . Speak, sirs I — Who ? 

BASIL. 

That honour, sire, 
Was mine. 

KING EDWARD. 

Indeed ! — Thy merits, Athenry, 
Must still outstrip my praise. 

BASIL. 

Not so, my liege. 
Fortune and I have been sworn friends to-day — 
And no slight service have I done my king 
But hath been paid tenfold ! Yet is there still 
One favour I would fain 

KING EDWARD. 

Whate'er it be. 
Take it — 'tis thine. 
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BASIL. 

So please your majesty, 
To grant me private audience — I may best 
Explain it, as we pass along. 

KING EDWARD. 

Come in. \^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. — THE BANQUETING-CHAMBER. 

The King enters, leaning on Basil's shoulder. The 

rest follow, 

KING EDWARD. 

Her grief, then, is but mockery !— By this hand, 

T is puzzling by what compass, or what rule, 

A woman's heart is steered ! Here 's a brave lord. 

Of high report — sweet-mannered — wealthy — all 

Befitting noble blood — and he, forsooth — 

As forfeit of a few ripe years — must pay 

His honour ! 

BASIL {eagerly), 
I must pray your majesty 
To hold her — as, in truth, I do believe — 
Most innocent of this ! 

KING EDWARD. 

Ay— so thou think'st,— 
For thou shouldst ne*er require a monarch's aid 
To win a wanton. But thou lov'st her— and 
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That frame, to thee so fair and healthful, shews. 
To us, a leprous spot ! There *s a foul fault 
In mere suspicion ! I will deal with her 

Ev'n as her lightness merits Robert Staines — 

Go, Robert — seek the lady Constance — say 
The king requires her presence. 

[A page goes out. 

We will smooth 
The way to your desire ; and, those rites o'er. 
Whose suddenness these rough and perilous times 
Must warrant, haste to follow us. 

[Enter Constance in deep mourning. 

Here comes 
Our widowed hostess. Lady, these demure 
And sable weeds should more command respect. 
Could we be sure the hidden heart put on 
Responsive colour. Madam, your good lord. 
Who was my friend, was, luckless in — I mean — 
I say, my lady, here have been foul tongues 
At work with your good name ; and for his sake. 
And that of Basil here, his gallant kin. 
This must be cured. What ! — ha ! — 

CONSTANCE {kneeling). 

My royal lord. 
Were I at odds with honesty and truth, 
As I have been with fortune, I might well 
Lack courage now. Oh, I am innocent ! — 
Yet that is nought. Those whom the poisonous breath 
Of slander touches, are at once condemned — 
Their honest deeds made guilt — their truest words 
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Held as a madman's ravings — empty cries — 

That pass — and are forgotten ! Then, since nought 

Can straighten the warped judgment, or make mute 

The bitter tongue of slander, unto Heaven 

I do transfer the hearing of my cause, 

And, in mine honest conscience, creep to hide 

From all the outer ills. 

KING EDWARD. 

I like thy words, 
And fain would think thee honest. 

CONSTANCE. 

Gracious liege ! — 

KING EDWARD. 

But thou art beautiful 

CONSTANCE. 

Oh, let me veil 
This sad and worthless beauty from all eyes, 
And in some sacred shelter wed my soul 
Only to heaven. Let it be so, my lord ! 

KING EDWARD. 

We have disposed it otherwise. Fair flower, 
We must wipe oflF this tincture from thy leaves, 
And plant thee in the sunshine ! . . . . See you, here. 
Lord Basil — saviour of our England's life — 
In her king's person ? Our near friend — To him 
Thy hand is pledged ! 

CONSTANCE {starting back). 
My lord ! 

KING EDWARD. 

Be grateful, lady. 
Take her, lord Basil ! 
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CONSTANCE {faintly). 

Rather death ! 

KING EDWARD. 

What?— ha! 
You do refuse the terms? — You cross our will, 
And mock the means we had devised to wash 
Your spotted honour fair ? 

CONSTANCE {throwing herself at his feet). 

My lord! — my king ! — 
Have pity ! — hear ! 

KING EDWARD. 

Cling not to me ! — Away ! — 
Take her away! — One woman gives more toil 
Than forty thousand Scots ! I 'd rather fight 

Wallace again, than Come — to the banquet, lords ! 

[Constance is borne out. 



SCENE III.— THE LAWN BEFORE THE CASTLE. 

Early morning. A glee is sung without. 

FIRST VOICE. 

A groan from the hermit orchis' cell — 

A sigh from the sleeping leaves — 
A note from the lily, whose bright bell 
With the silvery music heaves : 
And briskly each night-elf rises up 
From her bower in the tulip-cup : 

Up! Up! 
From the rose and the tulip-cup ! 
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SECOND VOICE. 

The white moon winks as they skip along 

To their tryst in the haunted dale ; 
With a gleeful dance^ and an elvish song, 
And a merry greenwood tale. 

Beneath the arch of the hollow furze 
You may hear those busy banqueters — 

Hark I Hark ! 
To the busy banqueters! 

THIRD VOICE. 

*Tis a merry time 

[Enter some country people. Singers follow, 

FIRST COUNTRYMAN. 

A merry time! i* faith, thy doleful howl 
Is fitter for a mourning. This a chaunt 
Apt for a bridal morn ? 

SINGER. 

'T is a choice song, 
And tells you how the fairies 

COUNTRYMAN. 

Fairies ! — frogs — 
A very dismal croon ! more like to close 
My lady's beaming eyes, than wake in her 
A grateful sense of your sweet minstrelsy. 

SINGER. 

Wilt sing a better? 

COUNTRYMAN. 

Marry, sir, I will — 
Ahem ! stay — let me see — I '11 hazard now 
A grey cloth doublet, and a Saxon cap, 
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That from some window in this western wing, — 
The third, perchance — in marvel of my strain 
My lady shall look forth. 

SINGER. 

T is done. 

COUNTRYMAN. 

And won. \Sings, 

I. 
Black Lord Robert called his child 

{Gentil Isoline) — 
To the hunchback at his hand 
Saidy ** The patch is thine,'* 
Then she smiled and sighed. 
Smiled at his dull look and grim — 
Sighed — that she must marry him. 

II. 
Came a merry whisper then 

To the bright ladye — 
" Didst not love this monster, sweet. 
Thou might' St wed with me.'* 
Then she sighed and smiled, 
[Constance appears at a window, and retires. 
" Friend^ thy succour must come soon ; 
When shall this befall?" ^' Ere noon.** 

SINGER. 

Tis well thy song's but brief. The screech-owl shrieks 
A livelier carol: still, the lady seemed — 
Friend — to speak plainly — in the devil's name, 
Who art thou ? 
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COUNTRYMAN. 

A poor minstrel. 

SINGES. 

At : what else I 
[Attempts to seize him. 

COUNTRYMAN. 

A wrestler if thoa wilt. [ Trips him up^ and exit, 

SINGER {rising slowly). 

Ha ! is he gone ? 
The coward ! I would ^Re-enter Countryman. 

COUNTRYMAN. 

Did you call, sir ? 

SINGER. 

No. 
Give you good day. [JExeunt Singers^ 

COUNTRYMAN (throwing off a disguise). 
Our valiant minstrel gone, 
Know me, good neighbours. 

SEVERAL. 

Sigismund ! 

SIGISMUND. 

Ev'n so* 
Lord Ernest, whom you love, commissioned me 
To seek the Castle, aud return with news 
Of what befel there : but, within this hour, 
The portals have been closed. 

A VILLAGER. 

And so will be, 
Till yon fair lady, through the church's aid, 
Becomes lord Basil's wife. 
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8IGI8MUMD. 

I do entreat ye, 
Good honest friends, devise some speedy means 
To gain me ingress. 

ANOTHER. 

I can do it. Piers, 
Who keeps the southern portal, is my friend. 
And hopes to wed my sister. I will test 
His love by this. 

SIGISMUND. 

And, trust me, you shall gain 
More than you dream of for this loyalty. ^Exeunt, 



SCENE IV.— THE GREAT HALL OF THE CASTLE. 

Bells and sounds of rejoicing heard at intervals. Music, 
and enter Basil and Attendants. At another door 
Constance, Gina, and others. The room is lined by 
the armed retainers. Father Paul enters. 

BASIL. 

You have delayed us, father. 

FATHER PAUL. 

You will have 
'Him work proceed ? 

BASIL. 

Look round you, and reflect; >... 
Who iliftU wty nay to that ? 
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COHSTASCB {eagerly). 

At noon, good fitther, — 
I pry thee not till noon. {Adde.) Hark, Ginm! — Nay, 
Tis nought. 

GllTA. 

Yon tremble, dearest. 

COH8TAIICB. 

So I do. 
Good saints, forgive us! T is a fearful rite — 
And my poor lord anburied ! 

BASIL {pacing the hall impatiently). 

This delay ! 
It lacks ten minutes yet. Hark, Gilbert! [Speahs apart. 

CONSTAKCE. 

There!— 
Again *t was nothing. How my wildered sense 
Runs wide and dizzy, as a sick man's dream. 
Still shaping things that are not — cannot be, 
And wedding them to nature! — Canst thou hear 
No sound, dear Gina? No loud voice — nor cry — 
Nor stamp of flying steed ? 

GINA. 

Alas! I hear 
Nought but the music and the merry dance — 
The voice of solemn bells — sometimes the tread 
Of armed feet — and, in the pause of these, 

The herdsman's call i* the hills. 

CONSTANCE (sadly). 

My life of hope 
Bleeds drop by drop away. How rapidly 
The moments fly ! — If ever thou shouldst meet, 
In after days, yon promiser of good, — 
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Deceiyer as he is — say I forgave him — 
Forgave him that he mocked me with false hope 
When I had learned despair. 

BASIL. 

Five minutes more. 
Then, sweetheart, thou art mine. 

CONSTANCE (aside). 

Ay, beat — beat on, 
Hoarse death-watch to my hope's departing sands. — 
Leave me not, Gina. 

GINA. 

I am here, love, — here, 
Thy hand in mine. Nay — courage ! 

CONSTANCE. 

I am blind. 
What are they doing ? Where is Basil ? • Where 
The altar? What! is 't time? I hear a sound 
As of the clang and close of prison doors 
That shut out hope. All's over here, my love. 
Come, I am ready now. {^Attempting to cross, falls into 

Gina's arms. Clock strikes, 
BASIL {exultingly). 

'T is time ! 't is time ! — 
All note how gently we have treated this 
Ouf coy, reluctant dame. Here have we stolen 
A full half-hour from deeds of pressing note, 
Thfti we might put no strait on her sweet will, 
^df tflttfry her — ere noon. On, friar! 

[Takes Constance by the hand, A noise 
without. The door is thrown open, and 
Ernest rushes in breathless. 
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ERNEST. 

Hold! 

BASIL. 

Again ! Thou liv'st ! Adulterer in heart ! 
Red-hand assassin ! . . . . Fellows ! sweep him hence, 
Where he may weave no poisonous meshes more, 
To fleck a good man's sunshine. 

ERNEST (in a low voice). 

Parricide ! 

BASIL. 

Ha! 

ERNEST. 

Parricide I — Ay, 'tis a fearful word. 
And thou dost well to tremble, and grow pale : 
Why dost thou shift thy feet, and gnaw thy lip, 
And gaze upon thy hands? 

BASIL (as if with an effort). 

He — he is mad. 
The work of grief — or guilt. Put him aside — 
But tenderly. Come on ! 

ERNEST. 

You pass not hence 
Until your ears have drunk of the strange tale 
That I am charged with. Friends, I quitted you 
Under the cloak of darkness. I return 
In light, that all may see my deeds, and know 
Their import too. On the first night of our 
Enforced travel, a wild tempest fell 
Upon our midnight way. We sheltered in 
The same poor hostel where a noble dame, 
Stayed in her journey, with a scanty train^ 
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Languished in mortal sickness. Shall I tell 
With what success all-gracious Heaven repaid 
Our eager cares for her, and through our swords 
Preserved our helpless charge from the rude hands 
Of Scotland's flying host ? How with new health, 
Old feelings, long subdued, came freely back 
Upon that lady's soul, till shie, with tears. 
And many a fond embrace and grateful prayer. 
Confessed the guardian of her wealth and life 
Was her own child ! 

FATHER PAUL. 

The hand of heaven ! — Her name? 

ERNBST. 



Elinor Tracy. 



BASIL. 

Then am I still heir 



Of Athenry ! 



ERNEST. 

Ay, if the son succeeds 
Unto the sire. 

BASIL. 

The son ! — His cousin, sir ! 

ERNEST. 

I said, his son. And, therefore, am I here 
To stay these fatal nuptials, unto heaven 
And men alike repugnant. 

BASIL {after a pause), 

Pslmw ! He raves ! — 
T ii time this force should end. Come on ! ( To Ernest.) 

Away, 
#iwi lit wise 
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ERNEST. 

Ho ! Julian ! [Enter Julian. 

JULIAN. 

I proclaim 
Basil, the son and heir of Athenry ; 

But, further, I denounce him as the 

BASIL (eagerly). 

Ha! 
The spy ! — the traitor ! — Men of Athenry, 
Mark him! That's Julian Graeme! the Scot — the spy 
That stole into our camp beside the pass 
Of Larg. I made him captive — gave him life — 
And lo ! his gratitude. 

SEVERAL. 

He is a spy ! 
We trust him not. Death ! death ! 

JULIAN. 

Stand back, my masters : 
I was a spy — marauder, if you will; 
But lo ! a plaster for my wounded name 
Shall stop your howling. (Produces a paper,) 

FATHER PAUL. 

He speaks truth, sirs : 't is 
A pardon from the king. Are ye content 
To take his witness ? 

A VOICE. 

Speak, lord Basil, speak : 
What shall we do ? 

BASIL. 

Back! Give me room for breath, 
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And space for thought. {He moves apart,) If I admit 

this tale, 
Then are the broad lands niine ; but Constance, she 
For whom my soul writhes in the chains of hell. 
Is lost — she is lost — {Passing the window, stops suddenly,) 

By heaven, a goodly prize ! 
Fair forests, stretching to yon blue sea's verge — 

Arms — treasures — serfs — the favour of the king 

1 will he lord of Athenry! Hold! — hat 

What devilish whisper hisses in mine ear? 

A parricide! — That's false — I am no son— 

No blood, nor kin to murdered Athenry ! 

I will give up the lands — I will become 

The beggared hunchback; and with this good sword, 

For Constance' sake, 1 11— — But she loves me 

not — 
Loves! — That's a jest indeed — despised and cursed 
Alike of heart and eye ! — Nay, let her go. 
I shall be still the powerful lord — I '11 weigh 
Ambition 'gainst my love, and — 'tis resolved — 
And now, one look — {Turns irresolutely, y Alas, most 

beautiful ! 
O Constance, thou art mine ! {Rushes hack,) Make way, 

there. Come ! 
To the altar! 

ERKEST. 

Never ! 

BASIL. 

He is your lord ; but ye 
Have loved me. Will you suffer thist 
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MANY VOICES. 

No — no ! 
[ They make a passage towards the chapel^ Ernest 

is forced back. 
[Noise and voices without^ and Dame Elinor is 
borne in on a conchy Gillian walks at herside^ 
others follow. 

ERNEST {rushes towards her). 

mother ! hast thou left thy healthful rest 
Again to prove me thine ? 

DAME ELINOR. 

A long — long debt 

1 owe thee yet, my son, — one that hath grown 
With every hour throughout a weary life 

Of vain repentance. Constance! (Embraces her fondly.) 

Fate hath dealt 
But roughly with us since we parted, love ; 
Now may my failing strength suffice to paint 
A fairer future. 

CONSTANCE. 

One that thou, sweet mother, 
Shalt see and share. 

DAME ELINOR. 

So will I hope. Lord Basil, 
Friends of his blood and house, draw near me all, 
And listen. On the solemn faith of one 
Fresh from the grasp of death, I do affirm 
That Ernest is my son — no blood nor kin 
To Athenry. That Basil is true head 
And lord of these broad lands and ancient house, — 
The child of Athenry by his first bride. 
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That gentlest creature and myself became 
Wives in one day, and in the same hour mothers! — 
My child was fair — hers hideous and deformed ; 
And she, poor lady ! fearful of what rage 
Might fill her fiery and expectant lord 
At sight of the poor babe, entreated sore, 
Ev'n as I did desire my friend's sweet life, 
To give my fair child, of like age, and take 
Hers in its stead. I yielded ; — Gillian, thou 
Canst tell how hardly. The young mother pined 
In secret, for her own poor changeling boy ; 
And to conclude, he was restored, and known 
As a poor kinsman's offspring. I — I took 
This orphan {takes Constance' hand) to my desolate 
home 

BASIL. 

Enough ! 
An idle legend, lady. Ye have conspired. 
Thinking to blind me with this monstrous tale, 
And cheat me of my bride ! — ^A parent's love 
Is bound by nature's strong and general law. 
Not by an outward fashion. Who discards 
Her infant for a crooked back ? — Away ! 
I do disclaim such parentage. Come on, 
I say. To the chapel, Constance, — come. Thou shalt. 
Though I should drag thee hence ! 

ERNEST {placing himself before him). 

Friends, you have heard 
This wondrous tale. Do you or do you not 
Confess him for your lord ? 
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ALL. 

Yes — yes — we do! — 
Basil ! — Brave Basil ! — Basil of Athenry ! 
Hurrah ! 

BASIL. 

Back! back! yoa are deceived. Tis false! 
I say, you are deceived : I am not 

ALL. 

Hurrah ! 
Basil of Athenry I [ They crowd round him waving 

caps and swords, 

ERNEST. 

Good father, see — 
My mother droops apace. Conduct her hence 
And summon aid. There is a noted leech 
Dwells by the abbey. Send for him, good &ther. 
( To Constance.) Retire awhile, dear friend ; this tumult 

o'er, 
I will rejoin you. (Dame Elinor is borne out attended 

by Constanoe, Gillian, and others.) 
Julian, hark! 
BASIL (bursting away). 

Stand off! 

Dare ye restrain me ? — Let me go, I say ! 

[Rtishes out. 
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SCENE THE LAST. — THE CHAPEL. 

A cry for help within^ and Constance staggers in ex- 
haustedy and falls at the altar, 

CONSTANCE. 

Here wreak thy fury, bloodhound ! I can fly 
No farther. Mercy, saints ! 

[Enter Basil, he closes the grated door behind him. 

BASIL. 

I have thee now,-^ 
I have thee ! Come, be rapid in thy shrift, 

juggling fate ! — So young — so beautiful; 
And I, who love thee more than heaven, to be 

Thy butcher ! Constance ! — Look — look up, I say ; — 
Speak to me, then. Disarm me if thou canst — 

1 feel the tiger shrieking in my blood, — 

And I must pluck the day-star from thine eyes. 

And mix thy glorious beauty with dull clay, 

Ere he, whose birthright is exchanged for thee. 

Shall call thee bride. The wretch spoke falsely! Hark,! 

Swear to be mine — mine only — ever — swear. 

And live ! 

ERNEST {within). 
This way. To the chapel ! 
CONSTANCE (shrickiug). 

Help me ! — Help ! 
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BASIL. 

Tis vain — they come! — Woman, thou dar'st not meet — 
Pure as thou art, unpardoned — unabsolved, 
This swifl and sudden end. Death ! — Do you hear ? 
Sharp, painful death — the grave — the dust — the worm — 
The after judgment. {Touches her with the knife.) Feel'st 

thou ? — It is keen, 
And hungers for thy dainty flesh. ( Voices within.) Now — 

now — 
Speak ! Dost thou heed me ? 

[Ernest and attendants at the grate attempting 
to force it. 

One step more — she dies! 

ERNEST. 

Hold, savage ! 

BASIL. 

Art prepared ? 
CONSTANCE (faintly). 

Strike, if thou wilt : 
There are ten thousand murders in thy grasp, 
But one in the honest steel. 

ERNEST. 

Hold, maniac ! — hold ; 
I '11 buy thy victim. Speak — the price ? 

BASIL. 

T will try 
Thy coffers. 

ERNEST. 

Gold ? A thousand marks — all — all — 
Freedom and safety too; and pardon, — aye, 
And if thou wilt, mv blood. 
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The fiuresi bribe 
Yoa bare oflfered yet; but there's one richer. Look! 
This that lies here — thk prostrate, dinging flower, — 
She most be mine ! {Bends over her.) Thine answer. 

OOVSTAKCB. 

Death! 
BAsn*. 

Once more 

COKSTAKCE (foMMtty). 

Ernest^ fiirewell ! 

BASIL. 

Die in thy beanty then, 
And gire it back to heaven ! 

[As he lifts his handy a noise is heard in 
the vault. A barfallsy and the door^ 
swinging back^ discovers Lord Ath- 
EKRT, who staggers forward. All 
stand aghast. 

The dead arise 
And fight against me ! 

[Throws up his arms wildly^ and falls. 
Enter from the vault Julian and 
Physician^ who support Tx>rd Ath- 

ENRY. 

JULIAN. 

Stand not thus aghast — 
U^ livftn! — Quick! Master Jaqaes — thy cordials here, 
Tliy wedlcificf — essences!— 'lis well! hush— hush! 
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LORD ATHBNRT. 

Where is my wife ? 

[Constance rushes forward and throufs 
herself before him. 
Thoa dost not fear me, love ! 
Called as I am from yonder gloomy house. 
Clad in the dismal panoply of death. 
To mix with living men ? 

ERNEST. 

O my dear lord ! 
What dreadfdl drama have we acted here 
That such a scene should end ? 

JAQUES. 

Afflict him not 
With many words. The draught he swallowed hath 
No present fatal force, but it hath sown 
The seed of death. 

ERNEST. 

What 's this ? 

JULIAN. 

Sir, on that eve, 
Marked by the fatal quarrel raised by him 
Who in the dust still hides his guilty head, 

[Points to Basil. 
The cup wherein the good, confiding lord 
Pledged his supposed true kinsman, was prepared 
With devilish craft. Lord Basil had obtained 
From master Jaques, on some pretext, a drug 
Esteemed as mortal, but, in truth, a thing 
That brings but dull and deadly sleep — a trance 
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Which, treading on the threshold of the grave, 

Enters not in. When he came here, it chanced 

He saw the fatal phial that had held 

The drug of which I spoke. With eager haste 

He sought the sepulchre, and by the aid 

Of powerful nostrums, burst the leaden thrall 

That bound his senses. A few hasty words 

Disclosed^ in part, these strange events : the rest 

Himself o'erheard. See, he revives! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Who speaks ? 
Your hand, good Julian. — Ha ! what see ye there? 

[To several who are about Basil. 

Why do ye gather round him ? Basil Boy — 

Come here. {A silence.) 

You would speak 

JULIAN (approaching). 

My lord, he is at rest ! 
The son, so lately found, is lost again — 
And now for ever ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

How? 

JAQUES. 

There is no wound 
Where death might enter. Though the face be pale, 
'T is not distorted, nor the features drawn, — 
Some fierce, o'erwhelming passion hath cut down 
His ripening manhood. 

LORD ATHENRYl 

My unhappy boy ! 
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FATHER PAUL. 

It is a sudden and a fearful end. 

Saneta Maria ! aid us in our prayers, 

And win sweet mercy to his erring soul ! 

Remove him gently. (7b Attendants.) 

LORD ATHENRT. 

Let the corpse remain ; 
No need to part us now. (Sinks back.) 

JAQUES. 

Obey in all. 
No human skill may stretch this wasted life 
One day. 

LORD ATHENRY. 

The leech speaks truly. I am struck 
Ev'n to the soul. A faint and dizzy sense 
Assails my being ; the dull frost of death 
Congeals the quick and living tide within ; 
And ere another sun shall light the world, 
Yon charnel must re-ope its gloomy jaws 
To the last lord of Athenry. Be sure 
T will not be balked again. 

ERNEST. 

Oh, that my life 
Could ransom thine! 

LORD ATHENRY (speaking with difficulty), 
I pr'ythee raise me up. 
I must amend some wrong that I have done. 
(To Constance.) Come hither, sweet! I scarce may 

call thee bride — 
Already am I wedded to the worm, 

I 
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And basting to the nuptial rest My love, 

I will not have thee wrap in mournful weeds 

Thy life's fresh morning. I bequeath thee here 

To one who will enshrine thee in his soul. 

And never hostile hate, nor jealousy, 

Nor doubt, nor danger, — as I know they will not — 

Make shipwreck of your peace ! 

CONSTANCE {falling at his feet). 
Alas! my lord — 
My generous lord — have I to learn but now 
Thy worth and nobleness ? 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Had my life's day 
Been longer, sweet, thou should*st have loved me ere 
Its evening shadows fell. I caught my prize 
With an unthinking hand — and — 'twas ill done — 

111 done — and hastily I am very faint— r 

Kiss me, sweet wife. Ernest, thy hand ! 

JAQUES. 

More air — 
Look ! he recovers ! 

LORD ATHENRY (very feebly). 
Comes the night so soon X 
Where lies my dead boy ? Bring him near me, friends ; 

[Basil is brought near. 
Put his cold hand in mine . . . So, so, poor boy. 
Thou wast not all to blame. Thou could'st not know 
Our bonded blood — for nature's eloquent voice 
Did never from thy cradle bless thine ear, 
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Till fate came with it You will see us laid 

Together, father. 

FATHER PAUL (weeping). 
My dear lord ! 

LORD ATHENRY. 

Together — 
Father and son. So may no rancorous tongue 
Link crime and falsehood with his name whose deeds 
Sprung from a source they knew not, nor may judge. 
And oh ! be all unwilling to condemn 
A brother's failings — quick to pity them. 

[Curtain falls. 



THE END. 
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